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It Takes Two to Twist! 


^Tfere, how's this?'' Les sbiited position cmd 
went into a vaiiation* 

Vicki seemed as pleased as a little girl at a 
birthday party. Her face grew flushed. She he* 
gan to emphasize the swinging of her hips, her 
eyes smoky and hot 

As they danced fogefher, he was saturating 
bimseU with the sight of her lush body. She m 
furiz stared at him with the frant lust of an ani* 
mal. Her red hps had gone slack with sen- 
suality. The twin globes of her breasts quivered 
with her movements. 

It became agony for Les. He stopped danc¬ 
ing, pufled her roughly against him. His lips 
smashed down on hers. Her arms went around 
2iim convnisiveiy. 

They fumbled fo fhe floor. She screamed , . * 
again and again , . . ouf of her mind with 
desire . . , 
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STEPPING from the shower^ Vicki Kennedy heard the 
twist music pouring from her bedside radio. 

As she listened to the throbbing, pounding beat, she 
briskly toweled her nude body to a glowing pink. 

She slung the towel carelessly over one bare shoulder 
and padded into the bedroom. The ends of her jet-black 
hair were still damp from the shower. Her body tingled 
as cool strums from the air-conditioner washed over her. 
She stepped to her dresser and lit a cigarette, then 
stood, head cocked sH^tly, listening to the music. The 
forthright, heavy beat fascinated her. She felt her pulses 
quicken and began to snap her fingers in time to the 
music. 

She ground her cigarette into an ashtray and turned 
about to face herself in £he full-length dressing mirror. 
She had never done the twist on a dance floor; Les, her 
husband, thought the dance too suggestive. But she had 
seen other couples gyrate to the jungle rhythm and had 
diligently studied the instructions she had come across 
in fan magazines and in a local newspaper column. 

Now she practiced a little, to the accompaniment of 
Chubby Checker. Without moving her shoulders, she be¬ 
gan slowly to twist her hips in a smooth, grinding move¬ 
ment, first to the right, then to the left. As she danced, 
she critically watched her reflection in the mirror. 

The instructions she had read advised using a towel to 
achieve the correct movement. She pulled the batli towel 
from her shoulder. Holding it behind her, one end in 
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each hand, she wiggled her bottom against it^ working 
the towel in a smooth back-and-forth action. 

The heavy, insistent beat gripped her senses. She 
found herself more and more hypnotized by it, until it 
was the music, not her conscious mind, that was making 
her hips sway in a growing frenzy. 

Her pale, naked torso now became a liquid flow of mo¬ 
tion. In spite of the cool breeze from the air-conditioner, 
her body began to glisten with a faint sheen of perspira¬ 
tion. 

Men noticed Vicld Kennedy when she swung down 
the street. She was slightly above average height, with 
the proportions and carriage of a model. At twenty-eight, 
she had the flawless complexion of a baby. She avoided 
the sun because it threatened to darken her lovely white 
sldn or lighten her jet-black hair. She and Les had never 
had a child; her breasts were still high and firm and her 
softly rounded belly smooth as satin. Long and perfectly 
sculptured, with slender ankles, her legs would have 
been an asset to a Hollywood starlet. Les, a photograph¬ 
er by profession, had often used her to set up a shot, 
photographing her nude in his studio against various ex¬ 
otic backgrounds. She had been captivated by the pic¬ 
tures and had tried to persuade him to submit them to 
magazines. But Les had reacted violently. Tm not about 
to make my wife's body public property for sex-starved 
goons to drool over,” he had said. Why was he so staid 
and stiff, Vicld now asked herself, watching her palpitat¬ 
ing flesh in the mirror, Why couldn't he unbend a little? 
After all, the human body was nothing to be ashamed 
of, especially a body like Vicki's. 

Suddenly the radio music exploded into a ffenetic riff. 
Vicki dropped the towel, no longer needing it, carried 
away in the driving frenzy of the dance. 

She was not aware of Les s presence at the bedroom 
door. She had not known he was anywhere in the vicinity 
until unexpectedly she heard his voice. 
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*"Very nice. Gives a guy ideas.*" 

She stopped dancing abruptly and spun to face him. 
She was both flustered and embarrassed to be caught in 
this wild state, and nude, before a mirror. How long had 
he been watching her? 

She fumbled for a cigarette from the pack on the 
dresser. Lighting it gave her time to compose herself. 
“Hi, dear. I didn t hear you come in." 

He was leaning his broad'Shouldered frame against 
the door, smiling. His gaze roved coolly over her body. 
Even after being mairied seven years, he still could look 
at her with the eyes of a lover. 

A deep excitement seized Vicki when she saw the un¬ 
concealed desire in his eyes. She wondered for a moment 
if the animal-like frenzy of the dance had stirred him, 
too. 

Her fingers trembled slightly. She took a deep drag 
from her cigarette and snubbed it out in the ashtray. She 
faced him squarely, her lithe breasts jutting. "I didn't 
think you approved of the twist." Her voice dripped 
honey. 

“I don't, in public. I think it can do a lot for a couple 
in their own bedroom, though." 

She could hear the thickening of his voice as desire 
grew in him. 

He had not taken his eyes from her since he had en¬ 
tered the bedroom. It excited her to have him stare at 
her nude body. Usually, he was so wrapped up in his 
business that he forgot to act the ardent husband. 

Suddenly she remembered why Les had come home 
from his studio earlier than usual He was supposed to 
be taking her to a special dance-night party at the coun¬ 
try club. But from the way he was looking at her now, 
Vicki gathered that they were going to be late for the 
dance. 

Les moved into the room and took her into his arms. 
Then he kissed her, lightly at first 
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Vickie felt the rough fabric of his suit against her na¬ 
ked body. Desire mounted in her as his hands slid down 
the small of her back to caress the softness of her hips* 
With a low moaiij she tightened her arms around his 
neck* Her mouth opened wide against his* 

Then, womanlike, she increased her ardor, her antici¬ 
pation, by drawing back and pretending to put him off, 
teasing Mm* ‘'Honey,*' she said softly, “we really don't 
have time for love* You have to shower and get 
dressed *. 

TTie hell we don't have time,*' Les said, grinning. 
With a deft movement, he scooped her up. He carried 
her across the room and dumped her squealing to the 
bed* 

Then he stood up and reached for the radio, 

“No! Don't turn it off," she begged, smiling up at him. 

He shrugged. “All right ” But he lowered the volume. 

Vicki's face was flushed, her eyes sparkling. She 
watched as he jerked off his tie and began quickly to 
iindress. TMs was what she loved, to be taken forcibly, 
roughly. 

Lately, she had found herself thinking about their 
marriage more and more uneasily. Why had Les settled 
the two of them into so dull a routine? Why had love— 
except during one of these rare moments—become an 
effort? 

Right now, it was no effort at all. Les was already in 
bed with her, and the expert things he was doing to ha: 
aroused her to groaning expectations. 

“Oh, honey.,. I” she moane^d. 

Like it?" he asked softly, moving over her. 

"You know I do," she wMspered, her whole body alive 
with desire. “Morel" 

She kissed him hard, her tongue darting, caressing the 
inside of his mouth. Her hands moved down, demanding- 
ly, over his body. When urgency overcame him, she sur¬ 
rendered, gasping with pleasure. Her hips began to 
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chum with the same flowing, vdiuptuous grace marlong 
her dance movements in front of the miiTor a short while 
before. She could hear the soft but insistent beat of the 
music coming ova- the radio. Unconsciously, she matched 
her actions to it for a time. Then ha body raced ahead; 
ha motions became quicker, more frenzied. Her arms 
and legs clamped Les in a convulsive grip. 

In a frenzy of passion, she reached ecstasy first, shod* 
dering and gasping, but she stayed with until he, 
too, had fotmd satisfaction, 


Afterward, they lay panting together on the rumpled 
bed. Finally, he snapped off the radio and lit a cigarette. 
His expansive mood seemed to have vanished with the 
music. 

“Damn it,"^ he growled, T wish we could skip that stu¬ 
pid dance tonight. It would be nice just to stay home 
and relax.*^ 

Disappointment was like a sharp knife in hen She sat 
up quickly to see if he were serious. “L^, IVe been look¬ 
ing forward to that dance for weeks. IVe even bought 
a new dress and shoes,*’ 

Les softened. “All right, I guess we*d better go. Any¬ 
way, I joined the club for business contacts. And we sure 
can’t afford to spend five hundred bucks on dues for 
nothing.” 

“Damn you, Lesl” she exploded, all her pent-up 
feelings spilling out, “Why do you have to make club 
sound like a torture chamber? Doesn’t it ever occur to 
you that I’m tired of being stuck in this damned house 
all week—that just once in a while I want to have some 
hm?” 

Les looked startled. Then his handsome face relaxed 
into a grin, “Okay, Punky. Well have a good time, even 
if it kills me.” He gave her backside a slap, swung his 
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long legs over the side of the bed, and horried into the 
bathroom to shave. 

Vicld found it hard to stay angry at Les, especially 
when he used his old pet name for her, “Funky ” With a 
sigh, she got out of bed and walked to the bathroom. 
She rested her forehead against the door jamb, peered 
at Les as he lathered his jaw. Her hair was tousled and 
her face was still flushed and pretty from the eKcitemeat 
of their love-making. 

She trailed one lacquered fingertip along the edge of 
the door, “Les, Fm sorry, I didn^t mean to bitch at you 
like that, I know you work hard, and that you re tired 
when you come home. And you never did like dances,'* 

Les rinsed his razor under the faucet. His brown eyes 
met hers in the mirror, then crinkled around the edg^ 
as he broke into a smile* “You don't have to apologize. 
Funky* I am land of a square and a drag. I ought to take 
you out more," 

Vicki stood there a moment longer, gazing at his broad 
shoulders and rumpled brown hair. He looked almost as 
he had when they had been going together at U,C*L.A* 
In those days Les had worked as a lifeguard and sum¬ 
ming instructor during the summars. He had had a beau¬ 
tiful, golden-brown body, with hard, flat muscles. Later, 
after their marriage, Les had opened his own photog¬ 
raphy stddio in San Diego* He had had plenty of busi¬ 
ness worries, she knew, probably more than he ever had 
revealed to her* They were r^eeted in the deep lines 
in his brow, in the few strands of gray hair already show¬ 
ing at his temples* He was still trim enough and in good 
shape, but these days he never had time to acquire a tan, 
and his muscles were not quite as hard as they had been 
during his college years. 

Suddenly, Vicld flew into his arms, pressing her face 
to his broad chest. For some reason she was on the verge 
of tears, Ferhaps it was because of the gulf growing be¬ 
tween them. 
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“Les, what*s wrong with us, anyway? Lately, it seems 
as if W€Te always at each other s throats about the most 
trivial things. Either that, or you spend the evening 
glued to television and don't say two words to me. Some¬ 
times I feel like part of the furniture. Les, Tm lonely," 

Les stared at her uneasily. Then he shrugged. “Hon¬ 
ey, there's nothing wrong with us. WeVe not different 
from any other married couple. They all have ups and 
downs. That's life. Now how about putting on your pretty 
new party dress? Well have ourselves a ball tonightr 

He broke into that engaging smile of his, and Yield 
found herself smiling, too. 

She finished dressing while Les was still struggling 
with his shirt studs. So she went to the kitchen and 
mixed them each a vodka martini. She took one of the 
drinks to him, then wandered through the house, sip¬ 
ping her own. 

Theirs was a moderately comfortable ranch-style home 
in one of San Diego's newer suburbs. They had built it 
three years ago, when Les's business had grown suffl- 
ciently for them to feel they could afford it. 

The cork-tile floors gleamed softly beneath her danc¬ 
ing slippers. There was a comfortable kuotty-pme den 
just off the kitchen; this was Les's private territory. 
The living room had sliding glass doors opening on the 
back-yard patio. Here they often barbecued on weekends 
for neighbors and friends. 

It was a home in which any wife should have been 
able to find security and happiness. But as she wandered 
from room to room, idly sipping her vodka, she became 
acutely aware of the edge of discontent that had been 
cutting into her for months. 

She paused in the front hallway, gazed thoughtfully 
at her reflection in the mirror. What's wrong with me, 
she wondered soberly. Then she answered her own ques¬ 
tion, out of a memory that suddenly flashed into her 
mind. 
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Three months before, she had celebrated her twenty- 
eighth birthday. Who in the hell had ever dreamed up 
the bright idea of "'celebrating" birthdays anyway, she 
mused. Why celebrate one more milestone on your jour¬ 
ney to die grave? 

But it had been some birthday party, aU right Les 
had brought home several bottles of champagne and 
they had had friends over for a party. Everybody had 
gotten a litde swacked, Vicki had been among the liveli¬ 
est. But, standing in front of this same mirror, freshening 
her make-up, away from the others, at the time she had 
felt something close to terror, I"m twenty-eight, she had 
thought with a shudder. In two more years IT! be thirty, 
and I don t give a damn what die optimists and cosmet¬ 
ic ads say, that's the start of middle age for a woman. 
She had had the sinking feeling that somehow she was 
being cheated out of these last precious years of youth 
and beauty. 

Yes, that was what was wrong with her. That feeling 
of time passing her by, of youth being wasted. What 
good was marriage if,,. 

hes interrupted her train of thought, calling loudly 
from the bedroom, ‘Tm through dressing, hon. You all 
set to go?” 

She gulped the rest of her drink, bent closer to the mir¬ 
ror to adjust a strand of hair, then called to him gaily, 
“I (mi hardly wait Come on, slov^^poke " 


At the club, Vicki was talkative and vivacious. She 
bubbled about the decorations, ‘Haven't they done a 
beautiful job? I feel positively tropical." 

The motif was Hawaiian; the walls were covered with 
palm fronds and the bandstand had been converted into 
a grass-roofed, open-walled shack. In front of the band¬ 
stand was stretched a child's plastic wading pool, camou¬ 
flaged with lily pads and grass. Paper murals, on which 
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had been painted a sandy Hawaiian beach and smoking 
volcanoesj covered the walls. There was a pile of Hawai¬ 
ian leis on a table near the door* AU guests were re¬ 
quired to don the flowered necklaces upon entering. 
Squealing and giggling, Vicld put one on^ then draped 
one around her husband's neck* 

She drew back and gave him an approving look 
‘‘Makes you look ten years youngerr She felt very gay 
and tender. 

“Come on ” he said, taking her arm* “I'm starved ” 

They had a second round of martinis, then dinner. 
Vicki was beginning to feel the pleasant glow that alco¬ 
hol always generated in her. 

By the time they returned to the ballroom, the danc¬ 
ing had started* She tugged at Les's arm, eager to get 
out on the floor, 

“Maybe I ought to have a couple more drinks,” Les 
suggested. “It limbers me up." VicH had often com¬ 
plained about his two left feet. 

‘Its a slow number, Les* And thafs your specialty* 
she added, a little sharply. “Besides, later youll wind up 
talking business at the bar and leave me stranded " 

Les was about to reply, but thought better of it. They 
moved about the floor in a slow circle. The big room 
was becoming crowded now, “Hi, Sybil* Hi, Ed ” Vicki 
called to a couple they knew. Ed and Sybil Rogers 
waved back. 

Ed Rogers was middle-aged, but did not show it* He 
was the owner of the city's largest hardware store. Sybil, 
his wife, was an outspoken, vivacious blonde in her early 
twenties. Formerly a show girl, she operated a small, ej£- 
clusive dance studio. Just as a hobby, she told her friends, 
Vicki liked them both. 

When Les indicated that he had had enough, they 
joined the Rogers couple. The foiu of them talked 
and laughed. Les and Ed competed in ordering drinks* 

The band stuck to smooth society tempos, sprinkled 
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Sybil was still flushed from the exertions of the dance. 

didnt see you and Les on the floor,' she said, fan¬ 
ning herself with a handkerchief, 

Vicki shrugged. "I can't get that stuffy husband of mine 
to do the twist.*' 

“Why notr Ed asked* “It's a cinch. You just,. 

“Oh, he*s got some kooky idea about it being vulgar 
or immoral or something ” 

Sybil giggled. “It does land of get a gal steamed up. 
After Ed and I have been dancing the twist I practically 
rape him. I just slide off the dance floor and into bed, 
without missing a beat. Its practically the same mo¬ 
tion ,, 

Honey, you’ve got a big mouth ” Ed intemipted sav¬ 
agely. 

Sybil shrugged. “So? We're aU adults and married, 
aren't we? Vicki knows aU about the birds and the bees 
and stuff. Don't you, Vicld? I bet you could even teach 
old Ed a few,, 

“Youre getting smashed," Ed warned sharply. He ab¬ 
ruptly changed the subject “And just where is that stuf¬ 
fy husband of yours?" he asked, eyeing Vicki. 

“He’s done a fade-out," she said morosely, staring into 
her glass. Sybil’s words had upset her. She was thinking 
again about the fun she and Les had had just a couple 
of hours before. 

Hed better watch out, leaving a looker like you all 
alone with these country-club wolves,” Sybil observed. 
She turned to her husband, “Ed, sweetie, you’ve been a 
good boy all week. Mamma’s going to let you have a 
thrill. You can dance once with Vicld.” She held up her 
index finger. “Once, I said." 

Vicki was roused out of her thoughts, Sybil was rapid¬ 
ly getting her into a cheerful mood again. “Sure. I’d love 
to try my legs,” she said. “Thanks, Sybil. I'll warm him 
up for you a little,” 

Although much older than Sybil, much older than 
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Vicki, too, for that matter, Ed was a smooth dancer. He 
and Vicki did a samba together beautifully. Later, other 
acquaintances stopped at the table and asked her to 
dance. She began to enjoy the evening. 

Occasionally, she glanced toward the bar. Les was 
still there, deeply engrossed now in conversation. Proba¬ 
bly discussing business, she thought bitterly. It seemed 
to her that he was deliberately ignoring her in order to 
punish hen 

To hell with him, she thought. She began to drink 
more than her usual quota. She began to laugh too loud¬ 
ly at Ed*s jokes. 

"Oh-oh, here comes the top wolf,” Sybil exclaimed. 

Vicki glanced up, focusing her eyes with some effort. 
Gene Towler was walking across the floor toward the 
table. 

Sybil had good reason for calling Gene "‘wolf ” Hand¬ 
some and rather wealthy, he was the most eligible bach¬ 
elor in town. Female club members eyed him with 
admiration, husbands with suspicion. Towler had a rep¬ 
utation for specializing in other men's wives. 

He smiled politely down at her. “May I?” he asked. 
She felt her heart quicken. Lord, he was good-looking. 
Her somewhat unsteady gaze took in his black hair and 
dark eyes, his deep tan. He played tennis and golf con¬ 
stantly, keeping himself in whiplash condition. His in¬ 
come was chiefly from oil leases, she bad heard. He was 
a couple of years younger than she, possibly twenty-five 
or six, but that served only to make him more attractive 
to her at the moment. 

They did a fox trot. Gene was smooth as silk. At first 
he kept the steps simple. Then he went into more intri¬ 
cate ballroom steps, testing her. She followed vdthout 
hesitation, 

“IVe wanted to dance with you for a long time, I 
thought you might be pretty good ” he said. 

Vicki raised an eyebrow. “Am I?” 
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say,** He laughed* ‘'As if you didn't know—” 

He drew her closer. She suddenly breathed more 
quickly as she felt his body fold in against hers* She felt 
a definite tingling of desire. Guilt stabbed at her. She 
had never been unfaithful to Les, nor ever had been 
tempted to* It was the liquor, she thought, her mind a 
bit fuddled. 

The number ended* She heard the band leader an¬ 
nounce the next one. It was to be a twist. Without a 
pause, the band went plunging into the piece. 

She was caught there on the floor with Gene Towler. 
He started to dance, expecting her to follow* The heavy 
beat was pounding at her emotions. Vaguely, she thought 
how angry Les would be if she did not leave the floor* 
But with no conscious effort on her part, her hips began 
moving to the insistent, demanding rhythm. She bent a 
little at the waist, thrusting her body forward toward her 
partner, 

As the tempo increased, so did her abandon. She was 
oblivious to everyone on the floor save her partner, Gene 
Towler. His gaze, hard and searching, was on her body. 
She felt the return of the strange, frenzied excitement 
of the afternoon, when Les had stared at her naked 
figure with frank desire. Only this time it was different- 
wrong, somehow pagan; yet by the same token it was 
all the more thrilling. Hiis was not her husband, but a 
stranger, gazing at the voluptuous movements of her 
body. 

They did not touch. It was not physical contact that 
brought the excitement. It was the displaying of her¬ 
self before her partner, the enticing of him witfi the se¬ 
ductive twisting of the erotic parts of her body* At the 
same time, she was being aroused by his corresponding 
movements. 

Her body strained toward him, Hien both their bodies 
shifted and worked, going through all the motions of love. 
Yet always with a tantalizing space between them, 

18 



Vicki felt herself aroused as never before* Her pulses 
hammered. She breathed hard through clenched teeth* 
Her hair tumbled in dark tangles over her eyes* Her 
tight a>cktail dress had worked itself well above her 
knees. 

The other couples had stopped dancing and were 
gathered in a large circle around them. Dimly, Vicki 
heard hands clapping in time to the music, heard cries 
of approval. “Twist, Vicki * •. twist.. 

Then a hand grabbed her arm, spun her around with 
stunning force. She stood stock-still, flushed and dishev¬ 
eled, breathing hard, staring blankly at Les. His face 
was flaming with rage. “I'm taking you home.*' 

Vicki jerked her arm free. She was suddenly aware of 
the circle of faces staring at them. A sick wave of hu¬ 
miliation swept through her. She fought back tears of 
shame and rage. 

“Leave me aloner Her voice was choking, ‘Tm not 
going anywhere, not anywhere *. f 

Les slapped her hard across the face, 'She staggered 
back. 

His big hand clamped around her arm again, hurting 
her. He spun around to face Towler. “And youl You 
lousy, wife-chasing bastardl If you come near my wife 
again, Ill give you the trouble you re looking for.'* 

Towler Ut a cigarette. His dark eyes were flat and 
cold. "That will be the day,” he retorted. 

Les turned his back on Towler, shoved Vicki through 
the wide-eyed, murmuring crowd. 

Outside, he pushed her into the car and slammed the 
door. He started the engine and roared out of the drive¬ 
way. 

Vicki sobbed hysterically. When they pulled up in 
front of the house, she jumped out of the car* She ran in¬ 
side, locked herself in the bedroom* She was quaking 
with fear, anger, humiliation. 

Les banged on the bedroom door. “Vicki, honey, let 
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me talk to you.” Muffled by the wood panel, his voice 
sounded foggy and far away. 

She pushed her shaking fingers through her hair. 
“I’ll never forgive you for this.” Her voice rose to a 
hysterical scream. “Never, never, never., 
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A WEEK passed in icy silence. Both of them were too 
stubborn to make a move toward recondliation, Les 
stayed at the shop imtil late. When he came home he 
slept on the couch, Vida kept to her bedroom, the door 
usually locked. 

Les refused to admit to himself that he might have 
been unreasonably jealous. Vicki refused to achnit to her¬ 
self that she might have had a few drinks too many, 
might have made a spectacle of her attractive body. 

Sybil had phoned her the next day. "Wow—what a 
rhubarbl Are you all right, honey? He didn't do any seri¬ 
ous damage after he got home, did he? I was worried.” 

“No, Les wouldn't hurt me that way ” Vicki had said. 
“But I don t know how I can ever face people at the 
club again.” 

“Hell, everyone enjoyed it Nothing like a nice family 
row to jazz up the evening,” Sybil had said cheerfully. 
“Sometimes I wish Ed would beat me. But he's too 
of a gentleman,” 

Vicki had laughed a little in spite of her depression. 
“Sybil, youre an interesting kind of a nut” 

“I know it Ed says I haven't a brain in my head. But 
he's too dense to figure out diat's why he married me. 
If he'd known I could out-fox him any day in the week, 
he'd stin be running.” 

They both giggl^. 

“That's better, Vicki, Nothing like a laugh to banish 
the blues,” 
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“Thanks for cheering me up “ 

“Any old time ” 

“No, I mean it IVe been feeling so low that Fm seri¬ 
ously thinking of asking Les for a divorce.” 

“Don t do anything hasty,'^ Sybil wam^. “Don’t make 
any decisions, Vicki, until you both cool off. Otherwise 
you’ll be a mighty sorry girL’^ 

“Maybe you’re right” 

“Look, IVe got to hang up on you. I have a dance 
class starting in a few minutes. Bunch of old goats who 
want to learn the twist. 111 be sending half of them home 
in ambulances. Listen, give me a call if I can be of any 
help-” 

And Vicki did call her, on Friday. 

“You and Les make up yet?” was Sybil’s first question. 

“No,” Vicki admitted ^umly. “He just phoned to tell 
me that he’s flying to San Francisco tiiis weekend for a 
photography equipment show. Said something about it 
being a good idea for ns to spend a few days apart 
Then we could sit down and have a sensible tal k, he 
told me ” 

“Well, could he he’s got something there. You know 
the old one about absence making the heart grow fon¬ 
der-” 

“Uh-huh.” Vicki hesitated. “Sybil, I’ll absolutely flip 
if I have to spend a weekend alone in this house. I was 
just wondering-well, I hate to be a fifth wheel-but I 
know that you and Ed never miss a Saturday night dance 
at the C50untry club, and—” 

“And you’d like to go with us?^ Sybil supplied. “Well, 
of course, honey. You know Ed and I love company.” 

“I’m nawous about facing people out there after the 
scene Les made,” Vicld admitted. “If I weren’t desper¬ 
ate-” 

“Oh, poohl Who c^es what those stuffed shirts think? 
Anyway, it’s the best thing you could do. Show ’em you 
don’t give a damn. Besides, they’ve probably forgotten 
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all about it by now. Look, Ed and I will be by to pick 
you up about nine. Okay?'' 

And after Sybil hung up, Vicki wondered if she had 
done the right thing. 

Vicki filled the lonely Saturday afternoon by dragging 
out her preparations for the danc?e. Putting a stack of 
twist records on the living-room stereo and mixing a 
pitcher of cold martinis, she soaked for a long time in a 
perfumed bubble bath. 

Relaxing in the warm suds, she fried to think about 
her marriage. But her thoughts strayed stubbornly back 
to the thrill-packed moments at the club a week ago, 
when she had danced the twist with Gene Towler, 

Now from the living room came the pulse-pounding 
throb of the music. She closed her eyes and again she 
was on the dance floor with Gene* 

What had aroused her so? Had it been the music it¬ 
self? The dance? Gene Towler? A combination of the 
three? For a few minutes that evening she had felt alive 
and young again. She had tingled from head to foot and 
her blood had raced. 

The music was in her system. She wanted to lose her¬ 
self in it, dance to it all night. Maybe even indulge in 
love-making to those pounding strains •., She caught 
herself up. What was the matter with her? What was 
she thinking? She put all that out of her mind. But she 
admitted to herself that her motivation for going to the 
country club with Ed and SybO tonight was something 
more than fear of lonelin^s. It was partially rebellion 
against Les for his strictures, for his tight rein on her— 
and against the humdrum existence throttling her youth. 
She would dance the twist tonight with anyone—yes, 
even with Gene Towler. 

She sipped her way through two martinis, anticipating 
the excitement awaiting her. Then she rubbed herself 
briskly with a rough towel and began to dress. 

She wriggled into her panty-girdle, letting the elastic 
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snap firmly about her middle. She drew up her nylons, 
smoothing them along her milky thighs, fastening her 
garter snaps* She removed the stopper from a bottle 
of perfume and touched the cool glass to her throat, her 
arms, her naked breasts. Then she donned her strapless 
black bra and sat down at her dressing table to comb her 
hair and apply make-up. 

She had bought a red dress, one of the “shmimy" mod¬ 
els reminiscent of the Roaring Twenties and in vogue 
again this year, especially among the twist dancers. 
Rows of tiny tassels hung on the dress in rows, swinging 
to the slightest motion, so that every movement made 
Vicld appear to wriggle and shimmer all over. 

She modeled it before die mirror, twisting to the stereo 
music. The effect was dazzling—provocative enough to 
excite the glances of every male at the club, she was 
sure. 

When Ed and Sybil arrived, Vicki mixed them a round 
of martinis. 

"Wow!” was Ed's reaction when he saw Vicki in the 
shimmering dress. 

"Put your eyes back in your head, dad,” Sybil warned. 
"It takes all you ve got just to keep up with me,” 

“Sybil, you—” Ed started to splutter. 

"I know, I know—IVe got a big mouth.” She walked 
around Vicki, nodding appreciatively. “He's right, 
though. You’U knock 'em dead in diat thing,” 

Vicld flushed with pleasure. She knew that the red 
of the dress made evm^ more striking her tall, dark¬ 
haired beauty. And she liked the way the low neckline 
displayed her swelling breasts and lovely shoulders. 

At the club, Sybil sent Ed off to locate a table near 
the dance floor. The two women stopped at the powder 
room to freshen their make-up, 

Sybil asked casually, "What will you do if Gene Tow- 
ler asks you to dance?” 

Vicki's cheeks grew warm. She bent over hm evening 
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bag, digging for her compact "Do you think he will- 
after what Les told him?^ 

"If I know that boy, the little scene last week only 
whetted his appetite. He doesn't like other men to tell 
him what to do ” 

Yield shrugged. "Then I guess 111 dance with him. 
Why not? Tm here to have a good time. After the way 
Les behaved, well—to hell with LesI'' 

Sybil cocked an eyebrow and shrugged. “Well, it's your 
marriage." She snapped shut her oompacL “All set, doll? 
Well knock their eyes out" 

They knew they had the equipment to do it Yield had 
all the fetching attraijtions of classic beauty. Sybil too 
was young, glowingly healthy, and her delicately mod¬ 
eled features made her face irresistibly pretty l^neath 
its crowning masses of shimmering blond curls. 

The dance crowd was smaller, less reserved, than it 
had been the week before. Eddie Reaves was there with 
his combo and had scarcely finished the theme song be¬ 
fore being swamped with requests for the twist The mu¬ 
sicians were only too happy to oblige. 

“Man, the twist crowd is out in force tonight," Sybil 
chirped happily to Ed. “Look, you dance with Yicki. 
It gives me a lack to watch you twist with a sexy girl" 
Ed's face went beet-red. “Sybil, I swear you have—” 
“I know. The biggest mouth in town. And I also have 
a nice set of mamillaries to match, which makes you vary 
bappy, daddy-o. You never complain about them. Now 
you two go and dance, already^ 

Ed mumbled to himself as be took Yield s hand. 

As soon as they were on the floor. Yield felt the com¬ 
pelling excitement of the dance. The rhythmic swing of 
her body began to free her from h^ accumulated cares 
and worries. She forgot that she was approaching thirty 
and that her marriage was hanging by a thread. For 
her there was only the driving rhythm of the dance and 
her body's eager surrender to it. 
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Dimly she began to understand how primitive peoples 
could fall beneath the spell of their tribal dances, how 
they could stamp and spin and twist all day and all 
night and then on into the nesjct day until one by one 
they fell exhausted to the ground. And how the dance 
rites, the fertility revels she had read of, could drive the 
dancers into wanton frenzies. 

As the evening wore on and she danced with one part¬ 
ner and then another, Vicld felt all her inhibitions slip¬ 
ping away and her movements became increasingly 
sensuous. 

She had thanked her latest partner and was returning 
to the table when a voice at her side stopped her, 

*Vicki—how about the next one?* 

She turned and felt the shock of Gene Towler's in¬ 
tense dark eyes on her. Her heart pounded. She touched 
her tongue to her Bps and nodded. 

The tireless music struck up and they began the twist¬ 
ing movements of the dance. “Les isn't here tonight,” 
Vicki said impetuously, then could have bitten off her 
tongue. He had not asked about Les, Why had she 
broached the subject? 

"Ohr 

“I—I just thought I'd teU you,” she stumbled on, "in 
case you might be worried about trouble,” 

‘1 never worry about trouble. In fact, without trouble, 
life would be pretty dull, wouldn't it?” 

*T^I never thou^t of it quite that way.” 

They danced for a few moments, then Gene said, "Tm 
glad Les isn't here, though. I won't have to share you 
with anyone. Well have the rest of the evening to our¬ 
selves.” 

Again Vicki touched her tongue-tip to dry Bps. She 
nodded. 

Gene showed her some new variations of the twist. 
They danced facing each other, side by side, and back 
to back, often with their hips touching. 
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Afterward, she joined him at his table. Again she be¬ 
gan to exceed her safety limit on drinks^ deliberately this 
time. 

Soon she lost all track of time and place. Toward the 
end of the evening when her thinking had become 
Ed and Sybil came over to the table, "WeVe got to 
leave, Vicki,'" Sybil said, 

“I'll take her home," Gene told them, *Tfou aren't ready 
to leave yet, are you, Vicki?" 

I'm having a wonderful time " Vicki's speech was not 
yet blurred. “You don't mind, do you, Sybil? Ed?" 

Sybil ox^ked one eyebrow quizzically, “Of course not, 
Vicki, We don't mind a bit. Have fun—and take care" 
There was a slight edge to her last words, but the warn¬ 
ing did not register on Vicki, 

Alone with Gene, she felt so free, so released, she 
wanted to let loose a whoop of sheer exuberance. “Oh, 
Gene. I'm happy, I want to twist all nightP 

“Fine" He grinned, “So do I ” He looked up at the 
band, and his grin gave way to a frown, “Look, tiiey're 
about to pack up. I know a little after-hours club on the 
edge of town with a hot band, AH the twist crowd goes 
there. How about it? You game?" 

“If it's twisting, Vm game,'' Vicki cried 


The club was small and dark and de band was a rhy¬ 
thm section and one saxophone. The boys were belting 
out one twist number after another. Through the blue 
smoke, shadowy figures moved, caught in the hypnotic, 
heavy beat of the music. Among them w^e Gene and 
Vicki. They drank and danced, danced and drank. Time 
passed swtftly—so swiftly that Vidd resized it was dose 
to dawn when at last tiiey left the place. 

In Gene's car they rode through the quiet, empty 
streets. 
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She sighed, “I never in my whole life danced with any¬ 
one like you.'* 

‘‘They say two people who twist well together make 
love well together ” Gene remarked quietly. 

Vicki shot a sidelong glance at him. He was driving 
his powerful sports car with the same easy skill that he 
showed in playing tennis, golBog, dancing. Her heart 
pounded in her ears. 

“I want to make love to you now, Vicld,'* Gene said. 

She swallowed, her stomach tightening. She was full 
of excitement, and of fear, too. Her hot blood pounded 
in her veins. She was sharply aware that the dance had 
aroused in her a demanding, aching need 

"Why notP** she whispered. 

He drove on for several minutes then drew up before 
a neon-lighted sign saying motel. He left her in the car 
while he got out. 

A thought went through a distant part of her mind; 
Fve never been with any man other than my husband. 
I wonder if it wiU be different .,. 

Gene returned with a key in his hand. He drove slowly 
along the graveled drive, looking at the numbers on the 
cabins and finally stopping before one. 

They went in together. 

He turned on a small lamp that threw soft light on 
the bed, leaving the rest of the room in shadow. He put 
his arms about her. 

When his lips touched her mouth, it was as if a sheet 
of flame ravaged her. Compulsively her arms slid around 
his neck and she jammed the lower part of her body 
eagerly against his. Her mouth opened and her tongue 
worked hungrily, darting into his mouth. 

Gently be pulled down the ripper at the back of her 
dress. Still holding the kiss, he slipped the dress from 
her shoulders. Then his fingers expertly opened the 
catches of her strapless bra and it slid to the floor at their 
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feet. Her opened dress had spilled about her waist. She 
felt a breeze from the window touch her naked breasts. 

He cupped them in his hands^ looking down at them. 
"I knew you'd have beautiful breasts ” he whispered. 

As he bent to taste the roseate buds, a sharp cry tore 
from her. She shuddered violently, pulling him to her, 
her fingers fumbling feverishly at his shirt buttons. Then 
Vicld threw herself on the bed. She was panting through 
clenched teeth, her abundant breasts heaving, the pink 
tips hard and aching. 

After a moment that was an agony of waiting, she felt 
his weight next to her. His hands and his lips sou^t her 
body. Then flesh joined flesh in a compulsive clutching. 
She cried out again and again, digging her nails into his 
back, her soft, resilient body working with a wild, aban¬ 
doned fury against his thewed strength. 

It had never been like this with Les, she told herself. 
Never—not even in the beginning; never ^is utter, com¬ 
plete surrender. She was willing to do thmgs to please 
Gene that she had never done for Les. She reached one 
scalding, shuddering height after another, each more ec¬ 
static than the previous one,, * 


Later, much later, after they both had been satiated 
with love, Gene took her home. He said nothing as she 
left the car. The sun was well up and she was thorough¬ 
ly sober and achingly tired. The fever of the dancing and 
the drinks and the aftermath had faded, leaving her only 
the dregs of depression. 

She crawled into her bed. She turned her face toward 
the empty pillow next to hers where, for seven years, her 
husband's head had rested. The first waves of guilt be¬ 
gan to engulf her and the acid taste of remorse welled 
up in her mouth. Hot tears blurred her eyes. 

"I was like an animal,” she sobbed. TLes—oh, Les— 
what have I done to us?” 
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3 

LES took his seat in the jet and wearily crossed his 
long legs. The photography fair had been a waste of 
money, A man having trouble at home could not con¬ 
centrate on business, 

Vicki had filled his mind all weekend. He loved his 
wife, and he missed her. He could not continue this silly 
quarrel. He was tied in knots. If Vicki would not meet 
him halfway and apologize, then he would have to swal¬ 
low his stubborn pride and make the first move himself. 

But that was a difficult thing to do. It was rough on a 
man s ego to have his wife publicly aroused by another 
man, especially a man like Towler. Les remembered 
the scene with painful clarity. No use kidding himself. 
It had been pamfuUy obvious that Vicki was physically 
excited while dancing with that Towler creep. If he, Les, 
had not been there, no telimg what would have hap¬ 
pened. 

What did women see in that pretty-faced playboy, 
anyway? Les s big hands knotted into fists. 

It was late afternoon when the plane landed at San 
Diego. Les caught a taxi into town. He stopped off at 
his commercial photography plant, which adjoined the 
studio, to check on things before going home. He 
glanced up at the sign on the studio, les Kennedy— 
PHOTOGRAPHY. The sign gave him a feelmg of reassur¬ 
ance, of being home again, of knowing exactly who he 
was, 

A lot of water had gone under the bridge since that 
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sign had been put up. It had taken every cent he could 
scratch together. He and Vicki had been broke theHj 
but nothing had seemed to matter much except being 
in love. 

Where had things gone ofiF the track for them? Had he 
been too wrapped up in his business? Hell* a man was 
supposed to work hard, wasn’t he? Would Vicki have 
respected a failure? 

He looked up at the sign again, lost in memories. 

In the beginning he had mn the entire business single- 
handed, waiting on customers in the front, taking a 
portrait in the back room, then staying up half the night 
to do his own darkroom work. 

Gradually the business had grown until he could af¬ 
ford these more spacious quarters. He had expanded his 
stock, and put some people to work in the office end of 
the business, so he could devote his full time to portrait 
photography, his real love. 

One day old Pop Eaton had wandered in and asked 
to spend an hour in his darkroom to show what he could 
do. He was a crotchety old wino and looked as if he 
had been around since Matthew Brady, But Les took 
one look at his work and hired him to take over the 
darkroom. That had been four years ago, and the old 
man still had not drawn a completely sober breath or 
stopped complaining. But I^es had never regretted 
hiring Pop, Drunk or sober, the old man was a genius 
witli an enlarger and set of developing trays. 

People who amounted to something sooally in town 
had their portraits done by Les Kennedy. If they were 
spending five thousand dollars on a formal wedding, Les 
Kennedy took the wedding pictures. Exclusive dress 
shops called on him for high-fashion ad photography. 
Indeed, the ad agencies and oommerdal printers were 
throwing him more and more work, and he had done 
several series of illustrations for magazines. 

Now he looked up at the building again. He owned it. 
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Their house, however, was mortgaged to the hilt. Never¬ 
theless, by every rule that made sense, he and Vicki 
should be completely secure and happy now. Instead, 
their marriage was coming apart at the seams. 

It was after five and the plant was closed. He took out 
his keys and unlocked the front door. From far back in 
the dark cave of the processing room, he heard the blas¬ 
phemous mutterings of Pop Eaton. 

Les grihned and walked to the darkroom. On the door 
was a hand-printed notice: keep out, damn itI 

Les flicked off the outer light. He did not want to 
cloud any sensitive photo paper the old man might be 
using. He knocked once, and walked into the darkroom. 
He was greeted with a colorful flood of invective. 

“How did things go today, Pop?” he asked, ignoring 
the outburst. 

“They'd go better if people would stop tromping in 
and out of my darkroom like it was the Greyhound de¬ 
pot.” 

As Less eyes adjusted to the dim red safety light, 
the clutter and disorganization in the room became vis¬ 
ible. Les himself was a compulsively neat darkroom 
worker. But he knew it was useless to complain. Pop 
worked best amid confusion. 

“How did the Van Carter portrait turn out?” he asked. 

“Lousy. You used too much fiO-in light. Had to fool 
around all morning working on it until I come up with 
a halfway decent print. Looks like you used a three- 
doUar box camera.” 

Les found the large Van Carter print on one of the 
darkroom tables. He saw with relief that it was beauti¬ 
ful, one of the best jobs he had produced this month. 
The old man could still pull his leg and get away with it 

Pop reached up among the clutter of bottles on a 
shelf. He pulled one down which bore a “Poison” label 
and took a long swallow. 

Les shook his head. “One of these days you re going 
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to forget which one of those bottles is wine, and get a 
beUyful of acetic acid/" 

“Be good riddance,” Pop muttered, wiping the back of 
his hand across his mouth, “How was the San Francisco 
show?” 

“There was a new Japanese lens line that wasn't bad. 
I brought back some literature on it ” He paused. “Pop, 
you watch television a lot, don't youP" 

“Ain't much else for an old man to do ” 

“Ever see them dance the twist on the musical shows?” 

“You mean that thing where the gal stands right there 
and wiggles her rear at the ^y and he wiggles his at 
her?” 

Les nodded grimly. 

Pop broke into one of his rare grins, exposing a few 
yellowed stumps of teeth. “Yep. I like that one. Reid sexy* 
Makes me wish I was sixty again ” 

Les drew a deep breath and laid down the Van Carter 
portrait. “Well, I guess I'd better get on home ” 

“Keep out of my danged darkroom,” the old man 
yelled after him, 

Les caught a cab. As he stood on his front walk, suit¬ 
case in his hand, he noticed absently and a little sadly 
that the lawn was looking dry. 

Vicki opened the front door. She appeared pale and 
he thought that she avoided his eyes. “Hello, Les,” she 
said stiffly. 

She made no move to embrace him. There was still 
that awkward distance between them. 

He went into the living room, put down his bag and 
dropped into an easy chair* He lit a cigarette. "You look 
tired, Vicki,” 

She sat on the edge of the sofa, her body tense, her 
hands folded .together. “I... I didn't sleep well ” Again 
she tried to look at him, but again her eyes faltered* 
“How was your trip?” 

“All right ” Les took a drag on his cigarette. He was 
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watching her. “Oh, hell, it was terrible. The whole week¬ 
end was terrible. The only thing I could think o£ was you. 
We canT go on like this. I •., I want us to patch up 
our stupid quarrel, Vicld ” 

Her eyes filled with tears. She looked down at her 
hands, so tightly clenched that the skin was white over 
the knuckles. “Yes... I do, too, 

“As I said, Vicki,*' he went on, “I spent a lot of time 
thinking of you. IVe been trying to figure out whaf s gone 
wrong between us. 

“The point is that we might as well be realistic. Face 
the music.” He took anoth^ nervous drag on his ciga¬ 
rette, trying hard to put his feelings into words. “Were 
no longer kids on a honeymoon. We can't expect the ex¬ 
citement and desire of those first years to stay fresh. 
But still we have a good Me together, Vicki. It’s a 
good Me, I think we ought to tty to hang on to it, 
don’t you?" 

Vicki nodded mutely. 

“I'm willing to admit that IVe been wrong about some 
things," he continued. “I know that lately Fve been bur¬ 
ied in my business. The last couple of years maybe IVe 
gotten to be a fuddy-duddy type, always wanting to 
stay home. I know how much you like parties and danc¬ 
ing” 

Tfou shouldn’t take all the blame," Vicki intemipted, 
her voice stiff, her eyes on the floor, “Maybe if I were a 
different kind of wife.. 

“But you aren’t,” Les argued. “You’re the girl I fell 
in love with and married. I’m trying to admit that IVe 
lost sight of that. Now I’m going to do something about 
it. I’m going to take you out regularly,,, well start dat¬ 
ing like we used to. You know, out-of-the-way restau- 
rants-movies. And I’ll do something about my lousy 
dancing if it kills me. I’ll call Sybfl, take some dance 
lessons. Maybe I’ll even learn the twist. I guess I have 
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been pretty stuffy about that As you say. I’m a square ” 
He managed a faint grin. 

Tears ran down Vicki’s cheeks* She could not look 
him in the face. But she whispered, "Til try, too, Les. 
m try to do better,,She bit her lip, then drew a 
breath. “Now, why don’t you take a shower while I 
make you some dinner?” 

In bed that night, Les drew her to him and they made 
love. But something was missing. He sensed it immedi¬ 
ately. She allowed him to take her, but that was all. He 
could feel no response in her body. He felt she was sim¬ 
ply a wife, submitting to her husband’s needs because it 
was expected of her, because it was her duty. 

After a while, in the darkness, Yield spoke in a muf¬ 
fled voice* “Tm sony, Les. I ♦ •. I gu^s I just wasn’t in 
the mood tonight*” 

“Sure ” Les said. But he went to sleep restless and 
unfulfilled. 

The next day, he phoned Sybil Rogers at her dance 
studio. 

“Les!” she exclaimed happily. "How are you doing, 
you big, good-looking hunk of man? You and Vicki back 
on speaking terms?” 

Sybil’s frankness had always shaken him a little. Al¬ 
though taken aback, he controlled his voice and re¬ 
plied easily, “Yes, weVe buried the hatchet" 

“Good thing for Vicld,” Sybil said, with her usual can¬ 
dor. “Or I’d be very tempted to console you myself. You 
know you ve always given me goose bumps, my six-foot- 
high friend.” 

Les’s ears felt hot. “Look, the reason I called, Sybil.. ” 
He hesitated, feeling fooHsh. “I thought I might take a 
few dance lessons at your studio. You know how much 
Vicld likes to dance. I never have been much on a dance 
floor, so I’ve decided.. ” 

"Hey, that’s marvelous! And good for business. When 
would you like your first lesson?" 
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4 

LES appeared for his afternoon appointment a few days 
later. He had worked out his busy schedule to allow an 
hour off. 

Sybil s studio had once been a home, but now the area 
was zoned for business. A sign on the graveled drive 
read: sybil eogehs bance studio. It was a small house, 
finished in brown cedar shingles and set back in the 
shadow of large redwood trees. 

Sybil greeted him at the front door. Her blond hair 
was tied back in a boimcing ponytail. She wore a hal¬ 
ter and tight short-shorts, and ballerina sUppers. She 
looked all of eighteen years old. 

“"Hir she cried happily, taking his arm. ^‘Come on in. 
No other customers around this afternoon. Wave got the 
studio to ourselves. Isn't diat cozy?'' 

Les could not keep from staring at her figure. Her 
legs were well shaped, her bare waist creamy. Her two 
fiercely proud young breasts threatened to burst the 
skimpy halter. 

Sybil led the way into the dance studio, a large room 
with a highly polished hardwood floor* Mirrors ran the 
length of one wall. The only furnishings were a record 
player and a oouc^. 

“Well, this is where I teach. What do you think of it, 
Les?" 

He glanced around the room. “It's larger than I ex¬ 
pected." 

She laughed. “I have a lot of pupils," 
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“You mean there are a lot of characters like me, guys 
who fall over their own feet when they try to dance?" 

“Youd be surprised* Of course, some of my pupils en¬ 
roll because they re lonely, And then, I have my share 
of kooks, too* But most of them hon^tly want to be bet¬ 
ter dancers " 

“Is the couch for die lonely ones? Or do you give psy¬ 
chiatric treatments, too?” 

She giggled* '^ell, if business goes bad, maybe I 
could teach something other than dancing ” 

“I bet you'd get a lot of customers ” he said, eyeing 
her figure* 

She pretended to glare at him, but her violet eyes 
were merry. She walked to the record player. Las 
watched the clean, beautiful lines of her legs. She 
placed a record on the turntable and in a moment the 
room filled with the heavy rhythm of the twist* 

Her warm, slightly moist hands clasped his. “Well, are 
you ready to take ihe plunge?” Her tone was all busi¬ 
ness, 

“You don’t waste any time, do you?” Les said self¬ 
consciously, 

“I don’t want you to lose your nerve ” 

“It took all my courage to keep this appointment ” Les 
admitted. “Yon know. I'm only going through with it in 
order to make Vicki happy. She believes in keeping up 
with the times, but I feel pretty foolish.” 

“Nonsense. It’s easier than you think. Listen, I have 
men in their sixties who never danced a step in their 
lives. When I get through with them, they can give 
Chubby Checker competition* Shall we start right off 
with the twist?” 

“Might as well,” Les said reluctantly, 

“Okay. Now, look. To begin with, you just stand here 
in front of me and watch what I do*” 

Her instructioii on that point was unnecessary. Once 
she began dancing, twisting her body and hips in a 
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smooth liquid motion, Les was unable to watch anything 
eke. 

The vision flashed through his mind of that afternoon 
when he had found Vicki in the bedroom, practicing this 
dance in the nude before her mirror. He pictured Sybil 
in the same sitoatioD, and the back of his neck grew 
hot 

His fascinated eyes followed her avidly. Her brief red 
shorts were molded like damp paper to the curves and 
hollows of her firm, small buttocks. When she leaned 
forward, the rounded upper halves of her breasts and 
the deep valley that separated them were fully exposed. 

“See, it's really easy,*^ she was saying, "Tou just stand 
like this with your arms in this position. Then you start 
moving like so—” 

Les felt guilty. He was keenly aware that he was more 
interested in Sybil s body than in her dancing. He tried 
to remember that he was a married man and that Sybil 
was the wife of his friend. But it seemed to him that 
Sybil was deliberately making the dance more teasing 
and provocative than necessary. 

“All right; now it's your turn, Les ” she said firmly. 
“You can do it. The important thing is to feel the beat 
of the music. Let it carry you along,” 

She worked hard with him, a small frown of concen¬ 
tration on her brow, Les thought he was beginning to get 
the hang of it. If he could only stop feeling so foolish, 
he might get somewhere. 

After a while, they paused to catch their breaths. 
“Take ten,” Sybil said, "How about a cold beer?” 

“That's an idea. Do you always serve beer to your 
customers?” 

Only the special ones.” She shot him a high-voltage 
glance. “I figured we*d get thirst>\ so I rad out and 
bought a couple of six-packs before you arrived” 

Les again had the distinct impiession that she had 
something on her mind besides dance lessons. He tried 
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to axgue to himself that she always acted like a sex 
bomb around the club, but all the guys knew it was 
no more that—just an act. So far as he Imew, her record 
was clean. Still there seemed to be a special gleam in her 
eye when she looked at him this afternoon and it made 
his heart race. 

After all, they were in an intimate, highly charged sit¬ 
uation, alone and unchaperoned in her dance studio. 
She was dressed in a provocatively revealing manner— 
and he was woman-hungry. Such a situation was explo¬ 
sive. Anything might happen. 

Las had just about made up his mind that he had 
better leave and not torture himself further when she 
slipped her arm through his and drew him through the 
house to a small kitchen. There she opened die refriger¬ 
ator and took out the cans of beer. Les decided, weak¬ 
ening, that he might as well stick ^ound. It did seem 
a shame to run out fust when he was beginm'ng to get 
the hang of the twist. And besides, wasn't he doing it 
mostly for Vicki? 

“All the comforts of home,’' Les observed, looking 
around. 

“This used to be a home, before Ed bought it as rental 
property. He let me remodel die front part for my studio. 
IVe been in business a year now—and doing pretty dam 
well, if I do say so myself ” 

Les sipped his beer, tipping the back of his kitchen 
chair against the wall “You know, you really sui^rise 
me, Sybil,” 

Sybil raised an eyebrow. “Oh? How so?^ 

“Don’t you know?” Les asked, “I guess IVe had the 
wrong picture of you aU this time. Vm just surprised at 
how hard—how seriously—you work at this thing, I 
thought this dance studio was just a toy, something Ed 
gave you to amuse yourself with,” 

She shook her head, “No. Dancing's very important 
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to me^ Les. So is makmg a success o£ the studio, rm in 
business to make profit” 

can see that. It's just that you always seem so-so 
frivolous. I really had no idea that you took anything 
seriously” 

She shrugged. ""Oh, weU, everybody has to put up 
some kind of front Mines kidding around, I suppose 
—saying things that shock people. Maybe it's a kind of 
defense, or a way of getting attention. I dotft know. 
But really, dancing is—well—a way to express myself ” 

*1 understand ” Les said. “I feel the same way about 
photography.” 

She nodded thoughtfully. "Besides, I know I have 
talent as a dancer. Teaching people to dance—hell, it 
gives me a good feeling inside, a kind of satisfaction I 
don't get from anything else. Making a paying business 
out of this studio is important to me, too. It's a little hard 
to explain, but Ed treats me like a child, as if I didn't 
have any sense at ah. And he's so domineering. Business¬ 
men who have lots of drive often are. Sometimes they 
seem to think they're little tin gods. I want to show Ed 
I'm an individual, too, and ihat I can accomplish some¬ 
thing on my own.” 

In the ensuing silence, Sybil’s beautiful violet eyes 
were suddenly wide, staring into his. He felt a dose- 
ness and understanding grow between them. She had 
an adult, sensitive side to her character he had not be^ 
fore suspected. He found that he liked it 

Sybil finished her beer and lit a cigarette. Her mood 
changed. She was gay again. "Les, I'm going to make 
a dancer out of you if I have to beat you over the head. 
You're a challenge, I know you could dance^if I could 
only get you to loosen up and let yourself go. You’re all 
tied up in knots. You have to stop being so self- 
conscious,” 

“I guess Vicki's given me an inferiority complex about 
dancing,” he confessed. "She's nev^ had any patience 
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about teaching ine» And she's razeed me so much for 
having two left feet that-*'^ He shrugged. 

Sybil shook her head. ‘‘Women!” she snorted. ‘TTiey 
all have a streak of castrating bitch in them ” 

“Whatr 

‘‘Oh, you know. We women can’t be happy unless 
we’re digging at a guy, trying to find his soft spot Vicki’s 
needling you about your dancing is just a little fem¬ 
inine trick that most women hry at one time or another. 
Or perpetually.” 

Les was surprised and puz 2 Jed, "I don't get it Why 
should she do that?” 

Sybil ground out her cigarette. "It’s the same thing 
as me trying to prove to my husband that I'm as good 
a businessman as he, maybe better. Don’t ask me to ex¬ 
plain female psychology. You guys are supposed to be 
smart enough to figure us women out.” Then she be¬ 
came brisk and businesslike. “Okay, junior, recess is 
over. Back to the classroom.” 

They returned to the studio. She flipped on the record 
player and they began again. Her patience seemed 
boundless as time after time she explained the dance 
movements, working to break down his mental block 
about dancing, to boost his morale, to loosen up his self- 
conscious stifFness. 

Gradually, in her expoieneed hands, Ijes found him¬ 
self relaxing. For the first time in his life, he began to 
feel his emotions stirred by rhythm. He actually began 
to enjoy dancing. 

“Hey, you’re getting with it!” Sybil exclaimed joy¬ 
fully. ‘Tou’re really plugged in now ” 

Les grinned, filled with a sense of accomplishment. 
He found his confidence mounting by leaps and bounds. 
He was leading her now, even to the extent of impro¬ 
vising steps which Sybil followed with delight. 

With her pupil doing so well, Sybil relaxed her 
dancing-teacher manner. They both laughed, fi ndin g 
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pleasure in daucing together* Her big violet eyes grew 
bright with excitement and her face became flushed* Her 
brief shorts were cut just below the navel and Les found 
his gaze drawn to the seductive twisting of her stomach 
as her hips swung to the rhythm* Then his nerves tin¬ 
gled as if from an electric shock* He saw that the nip¬ 
ples of her ripe breasts had hardened, had become visible 
beneath the thin halter. 

Desire pounded in him, drowTiing out the beat of the 
music. 

The record ended* They were both perspiring* A fine, 
glistening sheen covered Sybil's face and body. Tendrils 
of her blond hair were stuck to her damp forehead. 

They were breathing hard, standing but inches apart, 
drowning in each other's eyes* Les, under a spell, found 
himself drawn to her, forgetting everything except the 
storm of emotions raging in him* Sybfl's eyes turned 
from violet to indigo as the pupils widened in excitement 
He knew that she was being torn by the same desires, 
the same emotions that were besetting him. 

The tension became unbearable* With a choked cry, 
Les caught her, pulled her close and roughly kissed her. 

She made no eflFort to push him away* Eagerly she 
returned his kiss, pressing herself against him. 

When at last they moved apart, they were breathless. 
Sybils breasts were rapidly rising and falling, almost 
bursting the halter. She seemed unable to take her eyes 
from his. 

Les picked up her pack of cigarettes from beside the 
record player. As he lit one, his fingers trembled. 

“Tm sorry," he said* "I had no business doing that." 

‘'It's all right* I asked for it." 

"You're a hell of a lot of woman. I—I got carried 
away—" 

“You don't have to explain or apologize." 

They were silent, the tension between them unre¬ 
lieved 
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Sybil looked gravely at him. **The question is, now 
that ifs happened, what are we going to do about it?^ 
Les rubbed the back of his neck, fighting to regain 
some semblance of his self-possession. *‘Nothmg. We 
aren't going to do anything. We can't* You re marned* 
Tm married." 

“These things happen sometimes, Les ” 

“That doesn't mean they should " 

“You're right, of course," She si^ed. She seemed on 
the verge of tears. She turned from him, absently fiddling 
with the switch on the record player, *T.~l guess its be¬ 
cause I know you're unhappy* And I'm unhappy, too. 
And,, * Oh, I don't know. It's all so damned mixed up " 
Les looked at her with surprise* *1 thought you and 
Ed were getting along fine. I mean, everybody at the 
club has the impression that you're a happily married 
couple." 

Shadows filled her eyes, *What does anyone know 
about somebody else’s private life?" she whispered. Then 
she shrugged, "Oh, hell. Never mind. You ve got troiibles 
enough without listening to mine." 

She lit a cigarette, then turned from him, drawing a 
deep breath as if gathering her nerve, 

“Les, do you think I'm pretty?" Her voice was strained 
“That's a foolish question. Of course I do*" 

“Being a photographer, I guess you'd know* Do you 
ever photograph models?" 

“Naturally. It's part of a photographer's traming—of his 
daily work," 

“Have—have you ever photographed nudes?" 

Les felt his voice thicken. "Well—yes.” 

Her back was still turned to him. She took a final 
drag on her cigarette and tamped out the butt in the 
ashtray. 

She was still fi^tog herself, trying to summon up 
courage. “I was wondering" she said in a tight voice, 
“if you think I have a good enou^ figure for modeling " 
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He was silent. What did she mean hy that? 

She took a deep breath. Then, with quick movements, 
she stripped the halter from her. She opened the button 
of the waistband of her shorts and pulled down the zip¬ 
per, The shorts fell about her slender ankles. She stepped 
out of them. 

Les stood rooted to the spot, stunned with surprise. 

Naked, she turned slowly to face him. Her throat and 
cheeks were flushed, her lovely breasts rising and falling 
with her rapid breathing. “What do you think, Les?” she 
asked in a choked voice. “Am I all right?” 

Les could not speak. The pounding in his head had 
become thunder. 

Suddenly he reached out to her. She came to him with¬ 
out a word. Savagely they sought each other s mouths 
as they stood locked together, swaying. Then he threw 
her to the couch. She watched him strip off his clodies 
while she made little moaning sounds of anticipation. 
When he felt her cooly satin-smooth flesh agamst his own, 
he went mad with desire. He threw himself on her with 
the violence of a man committmg rape. 

She was a willing victim. Her anns clamped around 
his sweating torso. Her head swung from side to side, 
her mouth opening with stifled gasps of pleasure. 

“Oh, Les, honeyl” 

“Is this what you want?” 

Her hands slid down over his body/ “Yes yes yes 
yes yes—” 

“Like this?” 

“Yes. Oh, LesI” 

“You re wonderful ” 

“Oh, my darling,” 

“It's so good—” 

“Yes. Oh, Les, I want you so much—” 

“YouVe beautiful. You have a beautiful body.” 

“You feel so wonderful. Oh, Les, IVe been so starved 
for love like this.” 
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You didn’t hold a gun on me.” 
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■ . t whore. But I was crazy with 

Tnsrx i cu= ,1 Ao- In you’re a straight guy, honey. 

cheated on Vidd, even if she 
' at home, unless a gal got you 

id. 1 knew that. So 1 danced as 
did everything but rape you.” 

Lk at her gravely. He was puzded. “I still 

can’t figure it. I mean, you and Ed. I didn t know 
were having problems, too. Love problems, 1 mean. 

Tears filled her eyes. “There have never been any love 
problems, Les-for the simple reason that I’ve never been 
in love with Ed.” 

Les shook his head. “You surely do keep up a good 
front. I wouldn’t have guessed it” 
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A girl has her pride. Les, Fm twenty-one and Ed is 
close to fifty. Hasnt that ever made you wonder about 
us?” 

“I don’t know. Sometimes young women seem quite 
happy, married to older men.” 

She nodded. “Sure. It works sometimes, and maybe 
more often than not. It depends on the man and the 
woman, and whether or not they’re really in love." 

She got up from the couch, stiD naked, and padded 
barefoot to the kitchen. She returned in a moment with 
two freshly opened bottles of beer. She handed one to 
Les, then sat on the couch beside him, curling ha: legs 
under her. Les coxild not keep from studying the beau¬ 
tiful symmetry of her body. 

“I rome from a poor family, Les.” she began slowly. 

I drdnt even finish high school, back in Ohio. I had 
talent for dancing. I also had the usual young girl’s 
*eam of going on the stage, maybe winding up in 
Hollywood. You know the bit. Well, I won a couple of 
local beauty contests, did some amateur dancing at the 
Lions Club show and Little Theater musicals.” She 
sighed. “But that was as far as I got with my dancing 
career.” ® 

She swallowed some of the beer. "Things got pretty 
^gh at home. My dad never could hold a steady job. 

en Mom got real sick. I was a drag—I mean they real¬ 
ly couldn t afford to feed me. So I ran away—took a bus 
T°j ^ couldn’t latch on to anything there, so 

I drifted south. Finally I was given a salesgirl job in Ed’s 
store. Then he noticed me one day and made up his mind 

he wmrted me. We were married a couple of months 
later. 

She look^ away as if ashamed of what she was tell- 
mg him. “I’ll admit I was dazzled by Ed, There he was, 
dangling, wiA all his security and money right there ill 
front of me. It’s pretty hard for a poor girl to turn down 
a deal like that. Maybe if I’d been in love with some- 
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body it would have been different. But I wasn t—at least, 
not then. I’d had a couple of unhappy experiences 
along those lines, so I’d decided all this love jazz was 
for the birds. Why turn down a good deal?.., That’s 
what I asked myself. 

She took another swallow of beer. 

Ed’s been decent to me. He bought me a nice home 
and a lot of pretty clothes. He put his foot down about 
a professional dancing career, but he did let me take 
lessons. And then he set me up with this dance studio 
to keep me happy.” 

“Well—that was pretty nice of him. You haven’t got 
too much to complain about.” 

“I don’t say I have,” agreed SybU. “He likes to show 
off his pretty young wife and go strutting around. The 
pathetic thing is ... well... Ed can’t out the mustard any 
more. And he’s away on business trips a lot. When he’s 
home, he tries, but he just can’t keep up. Maybe it 
would be enou^ for some less responsive woman, 
but..She peered intimately at Les. ‘I’m pretty 
warm-blooded, as you know now.” 

Hearing these frank revelations concerning her pri¬ 
vate life, Les’s chief reaction was one of embarrassment 
At the same time, he realized that much had been bot¬ 
tled up in her for too long a time. Apparently she had 
no one else to talk to and needed to get things off her 
chest. He felt pity for her. 

“You know that corny old song about the chick who 
was only a bird in a gilded cage? That’s me, I guess. 
She was crying now, quietly, the tears rolling down her 
cheeks. “Ed’s neglected me so long that I’ve gotten to 
the point where I can’t think about anything else but 
love. I’ve had plenty of opportunities around here. The 
trouble is I... I just can’t go to bed with any guy. It 
has to be somebody I really care about." She looked up 
at Les. “I’ve had a secret crush on you for a heck of a 
long time, honey. Vicki’s my friend and I’d be a rat to 

47 



double-cross her, if you two were doing okay. But when 
you walked in here today, you were starved for a wom¬ 
an. It was written all over your face. And it was obvious 
in your response a little while ago—” 

Les nodded unhappily, “It’s been rough at home since 
Vicki and I had that big blow-up at the club. I thinlr 
she wants to patch things up. And so do I. But she*s 
fighting something inside. I can’t figure her out at alL 
She’s cold as ice. I’m trying to be patient, but...” He 
sighed. “You’re a lovely and exciting girl, Sybil. If thing s 
were different... I mean if we’d met at another Httia 
when we were both single.. 

She smiled, blinking back her tears. “Sure, I under¬ 
stand,” she whispered, reaching over to squeeze his h^^n d 
“I know you’re still in love with Vicki and I’m not going 
to bust things up as long as there’s a chance for you. 
We’ll just enjoy this moment and forget about it. But I 
want you to remember one thing. Whenever the situation 
gets too rough for you at home...I mean, if Vicki’s 
cold and you feel you need someone... well, just call 
me. ni give you what you want, Les. Any time. That’s 
how I feel about you.” 

She leaned toward him and squeezed his hand. Then, 
gently, she puUed him down beside her on the couch, 
^eir bodies touched lightly. She stroked his hair, gaz¬ 
ing into his eyes searchingly. She trailed a finger lightly 

to the comer of his lips. 

Then she was raining tiny^ aflFectionate kisses over his 

face. Les felt himself responding, felt the wakening of 

a throbbingj fiery need. 

Violence was missing from their love-maldng this time. 
They were slower in their movements, savoring and ex¬ 
ploring each new sensation, experimenting with each 
other. Sybil uttered cries of pleasure. They whispered 
the words of lovers, groping to teU of their ecstasy. 
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5 

LES stayed away from Sybil Rogers for the next two 
weeks. He did not trust himself to be alone with her 
again. But he continued his lessons at another studio. He 
loved Vicki and he wanted things to be right between 
tliem. 

Vicki, too, was making a determined effort. She was 
trying to forget Gene Towler. It was not easy. A dozen 
times a day, thoughts of that passionate adventure in his 
arms returned to haunt her. At night, when Les tried to 
make love to her. Gene would come between them like a 
ghost. She was miserable. 

On Saturday morning Les phoned her from his office. 
"Hi, Funky 1 Just wanted to tell you I wont be home for 
lunch. 1 have to run out to that new chemical plant to 
take some industrial shots ” 

"Oh. That's going to be a long, tough job, isn't it?^ 

"Sure. Lugging a camera around all day in this heat 
isn't child's play.” 

“Then I guess youll be too tired to go to the club to¬ 
night as we'd planned.” She tried to keep the sudden 
disappointment out of her voice. 

“Not at a!L Were going to be the life of the partyl 
To tell the truth—" a sheepish note crept into his voice 
"—I have a surprise.” 

Instantly, her curiosity was alive. "What is it, Les?^ 

“It won't be a surprise if I tell you ” 

“Les,” she wailed. “You know I can't stand it when you 
get my curiosity aroused and don’t satisfy it,” 
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“Okay.” He laughed. “I was just teasing. It isn’t that 
much of a surprise, really. It’s just-well. I've been 
dancing lessons.” 

Vicki was speechless. “You’ve what?” 

“Dancing lessons. So I won’t step on your feet.” His 
tone became sober. I know how much you like dancing 
and parties. And I know I haven’t been much fun the 
last few years ... I’m trying to change, Vicki.” 

She remembered the talk they had after his return 
from San Francisco. He had mentioned taking dancing 
lessons, but she had not thought he was serious. Les 
grimly struggling through classes in ballroom dancingl It 
made her want to giggle. With an effort she swallowed 
her laughter. 

“I ve even learned to do the tvrist,” Les continued. “I 
guess you were right. I was out of step with the times. 
I was turning into a real square. Actually, dancing is 
pretty much fun, once you get the hang of it.” 

Vicld was still amused. But she was touched, too. Les 
had done it for her. “You’re sweet, Les,” she said. 

I love you, Punky. Look, things are going to work out 
just fine. Other couples go through rough times, too. If 
we stick^ it out, this is all going to blow over. Everytibing 
will be just fine—like when we were first married—” 

Tears filled her eyes. When we were first married. 
That seemed so long ago, almost in another lifetime. She 
had tried her best over the past few weeks to remember 
how it had been when they were both very young and in 
love, but the memory was dead. 

“Punky, why don t you go out and blow yourself to a 
new dress for the party." 

Gee, Les, do you think I should?” 

S;ire. What the hell. We can squeeze it out of the 
budget. We re going to be the handsomest couple on the 
floor tom'ght. Listen, I’ve got to run now. They’re waiting 
for me out at that diemical plant. I’ll be home early, in 
plenty of time to get cleaned up and dressed. Have a 
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pitcher of martinis ready, will you? Tm going to need 
them after tromping around in the sun all day ” 

Vicki was pleased about the dress. She went about 
housework, humming the latest hit song. She knew a 
smart shop in their part of the city. It carried a line of 
tlie most stylish clothes. The prices were a bit steep, but 
Les wouldn't mind, not in his present mood, 

Les was a good husband, she knew. Maybe tbe fun 
and magic had gone out of their marriage; but in any 
case such things a>uld not last forever, could they? May¬ 
be Les was right when he sometimes insisted that if she 
had a child she would feel more settled and contented. 
But she didn't want a child. Not just yet. She was too 
young. There was plenty of time for such things after 
her youth had passed. 

Anyway, would having a child now help matters? She 
had read somewhere that a child only placed an addi¬ 
tional strain to a shaky marriage. No, maybe if they had 
bad kids when they were getting started, it would have 
made a difference. But not this late in the game* 

What was wrong with her marriage, then? Had they 
become bored, tired of each other? Maybe there was 
something to this *'seven-year itch'" thing. She and Les 
had been married for seven years. 

She could not point to any definite flaw in Les’s char¬ 
acter, He was an honest, hard-working guy. He didn't 
drink or beat her. And as far as she knew he had never 
dieated. Women said that practically all husbands 
looked for something on the side. Oddly, she had never 
even given that a thought. Had Les ever loved another 
woman in those seven years? The idea gave her a pe¬ 
culiar feeling. 

She finished her housework, had a quick lunch, and 
dressed to go shopping. She backed her little Volkswag¬ 
en out of the attached garage, turned in the direction of 
tlie shopping center* 

She spent more than an hour in the dress shop, finally 
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dsciding on a dark shoEthi It showed off her figure, with¬ 
out being too obvious about it* And die dark material 
made a striking contrast against h^ bare shoulders and 
throat 

Fortunately, no alterations w^e needed. She could 
wear it that night She charged the dress to her account 
and left the store with the dress box under her arm* 

She was on the sidewalk, halfway to her car, when she 
saw a man come out of the drugstore on the comer. He 
saw her at the same moment. They both stopped. 

It was Gene Towler* Vicki felt her heart pound and 
her knees go weak. 

He ^gan walking toward her. She clutched the box, 
her mind blank with panic. Gene had agreed never to 
telephone her; it would have been too risky. So sfae had 
not talked to him since their night together. 

She had been expecting to run into him again, even¬ 
tually* At the club, if nowhere else. She had wondered 
how she would react. Now she Imew, She had not an¬ 
ticipated her response would be so violent. Her thoughts 
whirled around in her mind like bits of paper caught in 
the wind, 

HeUo, Vicki,** he said quietly* 

He was dressed casually in loafers, slacks and a white 
knit polo shirt open at the throat The white shirt em¬ 
phasized his deep tan* 

H-hello, Gene, she stammered. She felt her face go¬ 
ing red under the scrutiny of his intense black eyes. 

"YouVe been shopping, I see * 

*Yes. A dress* I bought it for toni^t. Were going to 
the club,. 

There^ was the slightest flicker in his eyes. *^Goo(l I 
mean, Im glad you 11 be there. Maybe we can have a 
dance*” 

This is a ludicrous situation, she thought. IVe been to 
bed with this man, yet were standing here like two 
strangers, polite, reserved, making conversation. 
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His eyes strayed over her figure in a way that made 
her go hot and cold. 

""Why don*t we stop somewhere and have a drink?” he 
suggested. 

“AD right ” 

"My car's over here ” 

She left her new dress in the Volkswagen, locking the 
doors; then she rode off with Gene in his sports car. 

They were silent for several blocks. But Vicld was in¬ 
tensely aware of his nearness, of his eyes glancing at 
her every few moments. 

She touched her tongue to her dry lips, “It... it was 
quite a coincidence running into you at the shopping 
center” 

“I go there quite a bit. It s not far from my office, I 
was hoping Fd run into you^ Ive been thinking about 
you, Vicki ” 

She looked down at her fingers, nervously clenched 
in her lap, “Ive been thanking about you, too” she whis¬ 
pered. 

He slowed the car and pulled over to the curb, "This 
is where I work ” 

She glanced up at the sign: towLiEr^s imported cabs. 
She saw a spacious show room with the latest models of 
foreign sports and economy automobiles. It was in a 
good location on a busy street. A drive4n entrance led to 
the repair shop in the rear. 

“Isn't it strange,” she murmured, “how little I really 
knew about you when we—” She paused, blushing, “I 
mean, I had heard vaguely that you were in the automo¬ 
bile business, I think Sybff mentioned it once. But I still 
don't know much about you. Gene,” 

“Maybe it s better that way. Once you know too much 
about a person, all the mystery is gone and boredom sets 
in. Listen, will you excuse me for just a minute while I 
run in and check on something? Then we can go have 
that drink,” 
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She watched him stride into the front entrance and 
disappear into an office. In less than five minutes he was 
back. With a powerful surge, the sports car pulled away 
from the curb. He drove skillRiUy through the heavy 
Saturday afternoon traffic, then turned into a side street 
and parked. “Theres a little cocktail place down here. 
Nothing elaborate, but I like it because ifs quiet—and 
off the beaten path—” 

And no one we know is likely to see m here together^ 
Vicki finished for him mentally. 

The bar certainly was quiet. Except for tiie dozing bar¬ 
tender and one male customer staring glumly into his 
drink, it was deserted. The place was dark as a cave. 
Her eyes required a few minutes to adjust from the 
bright sunlight. By then Gene had guided her to a booth 
in the rear. The bartender sighed, came over and took 
their order. After he brought the two scotch highballs, 
he left them alone. In the intimacy of the booth, Gene’s 
shoulder brushed hers and she trembled at the touch. 

She took her first sip of the scotch, then held the glass 
in her hands, staring down at it, trying to get a grip on 
her emotions. “How did you happen to go into the auto¬ 
mobile business, Gene?” 

He shrugged, 'TVe always been a nut about cars. 
When I was younger I did some racing, here and in Eu¬ 
rope. Then I cracked up on a dirt track in Indiana. I 
spent six months in a plaster cast and decided my luck 
had run out, I had some money my father left me, so I 
put it into this business. IVe been operating it three years 
now and doing real well. We have the only shop in town 
equipped to service foreign cars ” 

"YouVe led an interesting life,’’ 

"I can't complain. Tm happy with my set-up here. 
Money’s no problem. The business pretty well runs it¬ 
self, so I have lots of time for golf and tennis. I m enjoy¬ 
ing the way I live ” 

"I wish I could say the same ” 
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She was aware of his sudden glance. ‘Too re not hap¬ 
py, Vicki?” 

She drew an uneven breath. "What do you think?” She 
took a quick drink from her glass, *'Does a happily mar¬ 
ried woman go around sleeping with other men?” 

They fell silent. Then his hand moved over and closed 
around hers. At his touch her heart speeded up- They 
gazed into each other s eyes for a long moment. Then he 
bent and kissed her. The blood pounded in her head. 

His hand squeezed hers, then moved under the table 
to her knees. 

Desire whipped through her, only to be followed 
quickly by fear and shame. She shivered, and bent over 
her glass. “Gene, don't ” she whispered thickly. 

But his hand pushed her dress back and found the 
soft warmth of her bare thighs above her stockings. 

She moaned irnder her breath, "Gene, please don't tor¬ 
ture me this way ” 

“I want you, Vicld,” he said in a low voice, ""You didn't 
think that a single night would be enough for me, did 
you?” 

She closed her eyes, shaking her head. "It has to be 
enough,” she said raggedly. “We,,. we can't go through 
that again.” 

His touch moved seductively along her quivering 
thigh. Her body was on fire and her breath came fast, 

“You want me too, don't you?” he asked softly, his eyes 
boring into hers, “Don't deny it” 

She did not try to. 

“Vicki.. ” In the dark seclusion of the booth, he 
kissed her. When his mouth touched hers, she went limp 
against him. Slowly he pushed her skirt up higher on 
her thighs. His intimate caresses were driving her to a 
frenzy of desire. 

“We can go over to my place ” he said quietly. 

Her mind was blanking out, A few more seconds and 
she would do anything he asked. Then, she heard a tiny 
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clink. She looked down at her left hand. Her wedding 
ring, a simple gold band, had touched the glass* The 
gold glowed softly in the dim light. She stared at it, 
wide-eyed. It was the symbol of her marriage vows and 
obligations. 

The ring awakened her to reality. Guilt followed, 
broke the spell which Gene had cast upon her. She 
moved away from him, pushing her skirt to where it be¬ 
longed, She slid out of the booth and gripped her purse 
in both hands. Gene, take me to my car,” Her voice 
was shal^. 

He frowned, frustration and anger in his expression* 
But then he shrugged* “If that's what you want,'" 

He paid the check and drove Vicki back to the shop¬ 
ping center. Neither spoke during the ride. But as Vicki 
was about to leave him, he reached over and put his 
hand on hers. Once again she felt the power of his mas¬ 
culine attractiveness, “Im still planning to have that 
dance with you tonight ” 

With an effort she pulled her hand away from his. 
She opened the door and walked away on unsteady legs. 
She could feel his eyes burning a spot between her 
shoulders. If he had spoken her name, she would have 
turned and run to him, but he did not. She got into her 
Volkswagen and headed home. 

In her room she sat at the dressing table, lighting a 
cigarette with shaking fingers, staring blankly at her re¬ 
flection in the mirror. 

Am I falling in love with Gene? 

She felt like a giddy freshman with a c^sh on the 
school football hero. It could not be love—not so soon, so 
suddenly. It was merely infatuation, physical attraction. 
He excites me, she thought; he makes me feel young and 
aUve. It could happen to any woman. EspeciaDy a wom¬ 
an married for seven years and beginning to feel bored, 
I have to tiy to hang on to myself, not lose my head over 

56 




this man* She looked at her reflection again* Tm pretty 
damn close to it right now, she told herself* 

Les^s picture was on the dresser. Poor Les, she 
thought, with a stab of guilt. IVe been treating you ter¬ 
ribly these past two weeks* IVe had Gene so much on 
my mind that we haven’t had one good love session since 
the quarrel* 

Her eyes took on a sudden determination* Tonight 
would be different* Les would come home from work 
to a warm, loving-wife* Maybe they would indulge them¬ 
selves a httie before going to the dance. Yes, thats what 
they should do. She would see to it* 

ITiinking about love sent a quiver of excitement down 
her spine. Her breasts sharpened and throbbed. She slid 
her hands up over her waist and massaged the swollen 
mounds* Her loins were heavy with the need to give and 
receive love. She could hardly wait for Les to come 
home. 

But she knew with a sting of guilt that it was not Les 
who had awakened this fever of desire in her* She need¬ 
ed him because he was a man not because he was Les, 
It was her lover. Gene, who in actuality had aroused the 
desire in her. 

Deep in her heart she was aware with cold certainty 
that in bed with Les she would be thinking of Gene* 
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6 

LES was tired. It had been rough lugging around the 
camera and equipment in the hot sun. 

He had used, up a half-dozen film packs, but as he 
climbed into his car he was certain that the effort had 
been worth it, that he had enough good shots to justify 
the high price he would charge for the assignment. 

At the studio, he transferred the exposed negatives to 
the capable hands of Pop Eaton for processing. 

Bob Parker, the camera salesman who managed the 
retail part of the business, was closing up for the week¬ 
end. “How did it go today, Bob?” Les asked. 

Pretty good, Mr. Kennedy. I had a big afternoon. Sold 
that German movie camera we’ve had in stock so long, 
and a couple of slide proj'ectors ., 

Les nodded absently. “Glad to hear it. Bob.” 

Parker was young, fresh out of the service, newly mar¬ 
ried, and filled with ambition. “Mr. Kennedy? Are you 
still planning to open that branch store at the shopping 
tenter? I mean. I’ve been giving it a lot of thou^t and 
I’d sure like a chance to manage it. I wish you’d consider 
me when you get ready to hire a manager. I thinV % 
could make it go.” 

“What?” Les asked, trying to gather his wandering 
thoughts. “Oh... WeU, I’ll think about it. Bob. You finish 
closing up. I’ll see you Monday,” 

Parker watched Les get into his car. Pop Eaton 
out of his darkroom, blinking in the light 
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‘'Whafs the matter witfi the boss lately> PopF' mut¬ 
tered Parker, ’"He acts as if he's in outer space.^ 

“Don't know. Something's on his mindj I guess. He sure 
ain't had it on business the last few weeks.” 

On his way home, Les tried to think over the problems 
involved in opening a branch at the shopping center, 
But he could not concentrate. Was he losing his self- 
confidence and his business drive because of his shaky 
marriage? 

He was tired and wished simply that he was going 
home to the security of a loving wife and family and a 
quiet evening on the patio. Well, the hell with that* He 
had promised to go to the dance. 

Vicki met him at the door. She had showered, had 
carefully done her face and hair. She was wearing the 
new cocktail dress. “How do you like it, Les?” she asked 
pirouetting gaily, 

Les was surprised. She was in a good mood, even 
happy for a change, “The dress is terrific, Punky. You re 
beautiful ” His heart filled with warmth. He knew he 
wanted her now, more than he ever had before. 

Her eyes were sparkling, her cheeks flushed. He had 
not seen her this animated in weeks. Today was the first 
time since their quarrel that she had not been cool and 
distant. His pulses leaped with sudden happiness. 

She slipped her arm through his and Jed him to the 
den, “I have the drinks all ready. How about a dry 
martini?” 

Her gay mood was infectious. ""Lady, you just saved 
my life. Tve been out in the desert prospecting for gold. 
Ain't seen a drink or a woman in months ” 

She gave him a sidewise glance, one eyebrow raised 
in a provocative manner. “Which one do you want first, 
Mr, Prospector?” 

Les rubbed his chin thou^tfully, glancing from Vicki 
to the cold pitcher of martmis. “Gee, that's a tough de¬ 
cision, lady.” 
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She put her hands on her hips, glaring at him. "Well, 
how about having the martinis—right over the headP' 
She raised the pitcher in a threatening gesture. 

Les grabbed the pitcher and placed it on the table. 
He pulled her to an easy chair, sat her down on his lap, 
grinning happily. "Gee, its good to see yon relaxed, 
honey. It's hlce having my wife back.*" He kissed hen 

Her face sobered. Tve been a nasty little bitch, Les. 
Really. I was feeling awfully guilty this afternoon about 
the way Fve been treating you. I'm going to do better, 
I promise." 

She stood up, went over to the table and poured a 
drink for him. 

"Here, friend. Wrap yourself around that. You're going 
to need it. I want you to demonstrate something for me," 
“Whatr 

"YouTl see." She went to the record player, selected a 
stack of records and put them on the changer. Flipping 
the switch, she turned to "I think something 

was said over the phone by .a i^ifaiii husband of mine 
about some dancing lassona^irfetAt a full and complete 
demonstration, right ^ *»i; ,' ' 

Les gave her a sheepisti grmJ'You're right, I am going 
to need this." He downed the martini in one gulp and 
poured himself another. 

"Hey, you won't be able to stand upl” 

"I m okay, Vicki. Just getting inspired. I dance better 
when Tm inspired." 

TTeah, but what happens if you slug a couple more 
of tihose on an empty stomach? You'll be so inspired Ill 
have to carry you outi" 

Les took a swallow, “Don't give me any trouble, wom¬ 
an. m beat you," He stood up and bowed. "Nowl 
Ready?” 

As he took Vicki in his arms, some of his old feelings 
of inadequacy on a dance floor returned. The record was 
a slow fox trot- At flrst he was stiff, but the drinks helped 
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melt Ms inMbitions. Soon they were gliding over tiie floor 
and he had lost his self-consciousness. 

Vicki looked up at him with surprise and pleasure. 
"Why, Les, I don’t know what to sayl I nevCT thought 
rd see the day when you'd learn to dance. It’s nothing 
short of a miradel” 

Les grinned with pride. “Pretty good, huh?" 

“Well, I should say sol Honestly, 1 have to confess I 
didn’t t-hink you had it in you. Some people don’t, you 
know. They have no sense of rhythm and you can’t teach 
it to them. But you’re not that way at all. She shook her 
bead in wonder. “I guess it just took lessons by a pro¬ 
fessional. Did you go to Sybil?” 

He avoided her eyes. “Well-I took a couple from her, 
but mostly I went to another schooL” He tried to sound 
casual. 

Vidd was too exdted to notice Ms confusion. “I just 
can’t get over it,” she said, shaking her head. Are you 
sure you’re Les Kennedy, the guy ■with the big feet, 
who’s been stepping on my toes for the past seven 
years?” 

“To tell the truth I’m the guy’s twin brother. Beagle. 
The one the family has kept locked in the attic. I m real¬ 
ly Beagle. I slipped out today. Beagle likes Vidd.” He 
pinched her. 

She giggled. “Oh, Les, you nutl” The record ended. 
They paused for a drink, both of them a bit breathless 
after dandng all over the den. “You’re really smooth 
on a fox trot. But what else have you learned... Any 
Latin steps?” 

“Not yet. I guess I’ll st^ on diem next. I wanted to 
get the fox trot down pat.” He hesitated, “I did learn 
the twist, though. It was easy—and since you like it so 
much and it’s all the rage right now... well, what the 
hell... I sort of concentrated on it.” 

Vidd clapped her hands with pleasure. “Greatl T®- 
rificl Twist music coming upl” 
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She changed the records on the stack. They faced 
each other and began, Vicki s hips swung and her arms 
worked. She watched Les carefully, “Les-why, you 
really can twistl” 

“Did you think I was kidding?*' 

“I just couldn't believe it." 

Here, hows this?" Les shifted his position and went 
into a variation he had learned* 

Vicki seemed as excited and pleased as a little girl 
at a birthday party. Her face grew flushed. Les felt 
a sudden, gathering excitement when he saw the ex¬ 
pression in her eyes. He knew her well enough to see 
that she was physicaEy aroused* 

Her eyes took on a provocative^ inviting expression. She 
began deliberately to emphasize the swinging and grind¬ 
ing of her hips. She boldly put provocative movements 
into the dance* 

She moved closer to Les, her eyes smoky and hot. She 
unbuttoned his shirt. “Honey," she said thickly, “remem¬ 
ber that first time you came home and found me prac¬ 
ticing the twist in front of the mirror?” 

There was a pounding in Les's head* Hunger for her 
tore through him. "Of course I remember.” 

“I want to do it again-just as we did then. Only this 
time I want you to do it with me.” She undid the last 
button on his shirt. Then in a fever of impatience, she 
opened her zipper and pulled her dress over her head. 

Desire for that body was like a surging river in Les, 
bursting through dams and bringing his emotions to full 
flood, Ha wanted to seize her then and there. 

But she made him stand back and dance with her. 
She did the twist with wild abandon* His eyes moved 
over her, fasdnated. His mind was full of questions. 
How could she be cold as ice one day, and completely 
wanton the next? Be restrained and refined, then act 
like the boldest hussy, reveling in the sensuous? Was 
that what made her so desirable to him? 
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As they danced togedier, he was saturating himself 
with the sight of her lush body. She in turn, stared at 
him with the frank lust of an animal, her lips twisted 
in a grin. 

Her hair was black and glossy, her eyes wide and 
deep as twin pools of midnight. Her throat and cheeks 
were flushed. Her red lips had gone slack with sensuali¬ 
ty. The twin globes of her breasts, ■with their skin so fair 
and delicate, almost translucent, quivered with her 
movements. The pink nipples hardened and thrust out 
with aohiug desire. She had sucked in her belly, so that 
her breasts rose even higher, proud to be exposed to 
him. Her thighs and the beautiful curves of her calves 
rippled as her long legs, slightly bent at the knees, 
pounded and heaved to the wild rhythm of the music. 

It became agony for Les not to touch her. He stopped 
dancing and with a savage lunge pulled her roughly 
against him. His mouth smashed down on hers. Her 
scarlet-tipped fingers plowed into his hair and down his 
back. Still captured by the music, she ground and 
bumped against him, gasping with passion. Her arms 
went around him convulsively. 

Then she moved, guiding him, until, still on their feet, 
he found her. She screamed, writhing vrith lust. They 
tumbled to the floor. She cried out again and again, out 
of her mind with a desire that had been frozen in her 
for two weeks... and released this afternoon by the 
touch of Gene Towler.., 
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7 

I^S was in a buoyant mood as he and Vicld drove to the 
dub. He hummed the tune they had made love to. Mu- 
sic to make love by, he thought, and grinned. 

"You’re looking awfully pleased with yourself,” Vicld 
said. 

“I am. Got my wife back.” Les reached over and pat- 
ted her knee. 

Watch the traffic,*' Vicfcf warned. 

At the club, Les took another drink. Then they had 
dinner from the buffet and chatted with friends. When 
the orchestra began its first number, Les caught Vicki's 
hand and pulled her out on the floor, 

Howm I doing?” he asked with a wide grin. 

*Yom dicing is fine, Les. Tm proud of you. But, hon- 
esdy, hadn't you better slow down on the drinksr 

Im celebrating,” Les said happily. 

If you celebrate much more, TU have to carry you 
home in a wheelbarrow 1” 

But Les's heart was keeping time to the music. He had 
good reason to be happy, he thought. Just this morning 
his marriage had been in serious danger; now all rifts 
were healed. He felt ten feet tall He felt strong enough 
to lick the world. 

“You know what? We ought to take a couple of days 
off, drive up the coast hit some fancy motels. You 
know, sort of a second honeymoon,” 

Vicld looked pleased, 'That would be funi We haven't 
been away in ages.” 
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"You could hide your wedding ring in your purse,’^ 
suggested, a gleam in his eye, "Then when we checked 
into the motels, people would whisper about us. Adds 
spice—** 

“Oh, Lesl You are getting tight ” 

Les danced all the dances during the first hour. He 
even swallowed his old resentment and danced the twist. 
“What the hell ” be said, “everybody else is doing it. A 
guy has to keep up with the times.** Vicki smiled. 

As they sat down, they saw John Creighton, an exec¬ 
utive at the bank with which Les did business, Creigh¬ 
ton nodded a greeting to them on his way to the bar. 

“Honey, IVe got a deal IVe been wanting to talk to 
him about,** Les said. “Do you mind if I park you with 
friends for a while?** 

"I don’t mind " Vicki said. "But Les, do go easy on the 
drinks, will you?” 

He winked, escorted her to a table where some of his 
acquaintances sat, and followed Creighton into the bar. 
He looked around. He had not seen Sybil and Ed Rog¬ 
ers tonight and was relieved. It would have been embar¬ 
rassing to face Sybil after that certain afternoon, espe¬ 
cially with Vicki here. The evening was going perfectly. 
He wanted nothing to spoil it. 

He slipped onto the bar stool beside Creighton, 
"How’s it going, Les?” The banker gave him a warm 
shake. He was a heavy man in his fifties with steel-gray 
hair, large spectacles over his gray eyes. “Have a drink?** 
“I came over to buy you one, actually ” 

*Tou can get the second round,” Creighton said, “I just 
parked my wife in the dining room. We got here late, 
and you should see the crowd around the buffet table. 
I*m going to sit right here and drink up my appetite until 
they thin out. Looks like everybody decided to have a 
late dinner tonight ” He caught the bartender s attention. 
“What are you drinking, Les?” 

“Bourbon on the rocks ” Les told the bartender. 
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“Martini for me,"' Creighton said* “And see how dry 
you can make it” 

“Yes, sir.” The bartender shoved a bowl of nots within 
reach and moved down the bar to build their drinks, 

“Saw you dancing with your pretty wife ” the banker 
said. “You're a lucky young man ” 

“Thanks, John,” Les said, filled with a warm glow. “I 
think so, too.” He hesitated. “Listen, IVe been wanting to 
ask your opinion on a business problem. Mind if I bend 
your ear?” 

“Go ahead. Might cost you an extra drink, though ” 

“You bankers!” 

The bartender brought their concoctions. John Creigh¬ 
ton tasted the martini and grunted with satisfaction* 
“TheyVe finaDy got a bartender who knows his business* 
Last one couldn't make a decent martini* Now then, 
what's this problem of yours, Les?” 

“Well, IVe had it on my mind for some time now to 
expand.” 

“Oh?” 

“To be exact, my plans are to open a branch store at 
the new shopping center ” 

“Umm,” Creighton nodded thoughtfully, sipping his 
drink. 

Les took a swallow of the bourbon. It added to his 
pleasant glow. But he realized he was having to concen¬ 
trate to keep his speech from blurring. “How does the 
idea strike you?” 

The banker hedged, ‘Tou know more about the pho¬ 
tography business than I do ” 

“Yeah, but you'll be putting up the money. That is, the 
bank will. I hope.” 

“Sell me on the idea. If it's sound, I think I can get you 
the money, all right. You've got a good credit rating, and 
your dealings with the bank have been quite satisfac¬ 
tory,” 

Les slowly turned his glass, making a pattern of wet 
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rings on th^ bar, “IVe looked at it from all angles and I 
think the move is indicated. I guess the truth is, though, 
that Vm a little scared, It's a big step, Fd be putting 
myself in hock up to my ears for the next five years at 
least," 

Creighton finished his drink and signaled the bartend¬ 
er. 

“The point is,"^ Les went on, “the homes they're build¬ 
ing in that development start at thirty thousand. It's go¬ 
ing to be a blue-chip neighborhood. People with that 
kind of money can blow a thousand bucks on camera 
equipment without blinking, if they get the bug,” 

Creighton nodded, 'T can see where it would be a 
good location. But what about competition?” 

“The only outlet there now with anything in the pho¬ 
tography line is a chain drugstore. It wouldn't be any 
competition for a real camera store dealing in fine pho¬ 
tographic equipment.” 

“How much of a loan would you need to open the 
branch?” 

Les knew all the figures by heart. “The lease, fixtures, 
initial stock—well it would probably run between twelve 
and thirteen thousand.” 

“I see ” Creighton rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. “I 
think the bank would go along on the loan. Most of it 
could be secured by your stock and fixtures. And, of 
(XJurse, your credit record means a lot,” He hesitated. 
“Fm just wondering if you want to go into something this 
big, Les. YouVe built yourself a reputation as the top 
portrait and commercial photographer in town. Wouldn't 
you be happier with your studio work than running a 
big retail business?” 

“Fve thought about it a lot ” Les admitted, ‘Tou see, 
Fve about reached the peak of what I can hope to ac¬ 
complish in portrait and commercial work ” 

“And you'd like to have something bigger?" 
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“Sure I do. We were talkiiig about my pretty mfe. I 
want to give her the world tied up in a pink ribbon,” 

Creighton grinned. *1 guess every young man feels that 
way when he's in love with his wife, I remember when I 
was your age—” He brought himself back to the subject 
at hand, "Well, I don't see anything vtrrong with your ex¬ 
pansion idea, Les, Whenever you're ready to go ahead 
with it, come on dovm to the bank We 11 go over die 
figures and see what we can do about getting you the 
money you'll need,” 

Les was pleased. Now, with Vicki's sudden change of 
attitude toward him, his old self-confidence and ambition 
was returning. He could handle himself. He could put 
across deals, \ 

"I'm going to see if I can get near that buffet,” Creigh¬ 
ton said. “Want to come along, Les?” 

“Thanks, IVe already eaten. Ill just stay here and 
have one more drink.” 

Les's spirits were rising by the minute. That he was 
getting more than a little drunk did not disturb him. If 
ever a man was entitled to get drunk, he was. Life was 
back on the rails for him. 

He left the bar, listing a bit to starboard. Gotta find 
Vicki, he thought. Gotta dance with my wonderful, 
beautiful wife,,, 

With some effort he focused his blurred vision and 
made his way unsteadily to the ballroom. He had been 
away almost an hour, longer than he had realized. He 
went over to the table where he had left Vicki, She was 
not there. 

“I haven't seen her for the last half-hour,” one of the 
women said. “Have any of you characters seen Vicld?” 
she asked the others at the table. 

She had to shout to make herself heard above the din. 
The party was now in full swing, A man at the table 
looked up. "Last I saw of Vicki she was dancing with 
Towler. Hey, Les, you'd better look outi” 
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Gene Towlert 

There was some good-natured laughing and teasing. 
Les was not laughingj however. That bastard Gene Tow- 
ler agalnl He had started all their troubles. Now, just 
when they were getting things patched up, Towler had 
to come into the picture again, Les gritted his teeth and 
turned away, 

A red haze clouded his vision. His fists doubled and 
he began to shove his way rudely through the crowd on 
the dance floor. 


After Les had deposited Vicki at the table, she had 
started dancing with some of the husbands in their 
crowd. She was having a good time, even getting a little 
tight herself-and trying not to think about Gene Tow¬ 
ler. 

Les had not been gone long when a hand touched her 
shoulder, and a voice behind her said softly, "Hello, 
Vicki." 

She knew instantly that it was Gene. The voices, mu¬ 
sic and the clink of glasses around her dissolved into 
dim, far-away sounds. Genets band squeezed her 
shoulder. “Remember you promised to dance with me 
tonight.” He looked handsome in his white dinner jacket. 

Vicki stood up on ttembhng legs. Then she was on 
the dance floor, in Gene’s arms, and her heart was 
pounding. She tried not to forget her firm resolve of that 
afternoon to stay away from Gene, to be a decent wife 
to Les again. But while she was in his arms, emotion 
blotted out her resolve. He held her close and the con¬ 
tact of their bodies set her blood afire. Gene’s hand slid 
down the small of her back, pressing her body more 
tightly against his, 

"Vicki, let's go somewhere, so we can talk ” 

Panic raced through her. "Gene, I... I can't. * 
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His lips touched her hair* can. You want to. 

You're not fooling me ” 

She nodded helplessly. Then she squeezed her body 
against his, burning at the contact of his strong manliness 
against her aching breasts and throbbing belly. *Tfes ” 
she whispered hoarsely, "I guess I just can't fight it. Oh, 
Tve tried—” 

“My car is in die parking lot. We could slip out there 
for a few minutes. No one would notice” 

Her mouth was dry with fear. But greater than her 
anxiety was her need to feel Gene s lips against hers, his 
hands on her body, even for a stolen moment. 

Les would probably be in the bar for an hour or more. 
When he started talking business be lost track of time, 
“All right,” she whispered. “But only for a few minutes ” 

She felt a tremor of excitement go through him and it 
increased her anticipation. ‘Xet s go,” he said. 

“Wait.” She touched her tongue to her lips, glancing 
around the crowded ballroom. “It's too risky for us to go 
out together. People would notice. You go ahead, then 
wait for me ” she urged in a low voice. “I'll go to the 
powder room, then slip out and join you ” 

He nodded. “Hurry. I’m parked at the far end of the 
lot.” 

Vicki threaded her way through the dancers to the 
powder room. She sat at a dressing table, pretending to 
fuss with her hair, nervously smoking a cigarette. Then 
she left the room and slipped out by the side doors of 
the club. 

The summer night enveloped her like a warm blanket. 
She strode swiftly across the parking lot, her high heels 
awkward in the gravel. She moved among the silent 
parked cars. Music from the club Boated softly around 

her. 

She found Gene's car. The top was up, but through 
the windshield the ^ow from his cigarette was a beacon 
in tile dark. As she watched, the cigarette arced out into 
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the night and fell on the gravel in a tiny shower of 
sparks. Without a word she slid into the seat beside hiin. 

His masculinity affected her like an electric charge. 
The smell of his freshly cleaned dinner jacket, his shav¬ 
ing lotion, mingling with the faint odors of whiskey and 
tobacco, these made her senses even more alive, more 
receptive. 

Still, BOt a word was spoken. Then his arms were 
around her, drawing her roughly to him. Their mouths 
locked hungrily. 

She whispered his name thickly, trying to get closer 
to him in the awkward, cramped space. Her knees were 
bent and her dress high on her thighs. The bare, pale 
flesh above her stockings glowed in the moonlight. His 
hand found die silky skin and she moaned against his 
mouth. 

She had never made love in a car. In high school she 
had parked with boys, but the sex had never gone be¬ 
yond kissing and a few sweaty, inexperienced clinches. 

There was something different and thrilling about it, 
and all the more so because of the risk involved, the 
chance that someone might come out of the dub and see 
them. She was learning that danger could be sensuous 
and sex more desirable when it was forbidden. 

Gene's hard, masculine fingers sought the smooth, del¬ 
icate flesh along the inside of her thighs* She strained 
back against the seat cushion. She sucked in her breath, 
quivering and jerking spasmodically. 

‘Tfou re driving me out of my mind,'' she gasped. 

“Like itr 

“I wouldn’t be here if I didn't" 

His insistent hands caressed. There was silence in the 
car, broken only by their heavy breathing. 

But soon her arms went around his neck and she 
kissed him frantically. “No... No... let's stop for a min¬ 
ute " She lit a cigarette vrith shaking fingers and inhaled 
deeply. 
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He was jookmg down at her bare legs in the moon¬ 
light She watched him, maMng no effort to pull down 
her dress. “You have beautiful legs, Vicki,” he mur¬ 
mured, bending over them. She felt a renewed surge of 
excitement. She ground out her cigarette in the ashtray 
and turned to him . 

They kissed. She could no longer restrain herself. Her 
hand fumbled at his shirt, opening it. 

“Vicki, I have to have you,” he said, breathing hard. 

She lay back against the seat cushion. She was damp 
with perspiration. “We can’t, Gena Not here ” 

^Why not?” His mouth found hers and his hands roved 
cunningly over her body. 

“All right,” she panted. “It’s insane, but—" She did 
something with her dress. After various contortions in 
the cramped space, they were intimately clutched, 
locked body to body. She cried out as he found hen 
Their mouis worked together. The car rocked with 
their passion. 

Then the car door on her side was jerked open. 

She screamed, trying frantically to free herself from 
Gene, to pull her clothing in order. 

Gene got over his frozen shock, shoved her aside. She 
saw the blur of the other man’s face. Les! His teeth were 
clenched, his eyes wild with the rage of a wounded ani¬ 
mal. She screamed again. 

Les dragged Gene from the car. Then the two were 
struggling on the gravel, cursing, rolling over and over, 
smashing at each other, Vicki heard the scuffling of their 
shoes, the hoarse gnmts, the thud of bones against flesh. 

She clutched her cheeks with her hands. They’ll kill 
each other! 

She stumbled out of the car, screaming for help. Then 
she heard the rush of footsteps on gravel The club man¬ 
ager was running toward her, followed by some other 
men. They managed finally to pull the two apart. 

But a new fright engulfed her, Now would come the 
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public shame and humiliatioa An animal instinct told 
her- to flee. 

She slid back into Gene’s car, fumbling at the dash. 
The keys were in the ignition. She could think of only 
one t-hirig now—running away. She started the car and 
without looking back drove out of the parking lot. 

The men had to hold Les. He would not stop strug¬ 
gling, would not stop shouting that he would kill Towler. 
The club manager, a short bald man, was dashing about 
nervously, patting his streaming face with a handker¬ 
chief. A noisy scandal was in the making. 

He went inside and telephoned the police, Towler 
slipped away. The police pushed Les into a squad car. 
They locked him in a cell at the city jail. 

By then Les had stopped fighting them, He collapsed 
on the cot in the cell. He felt dead inside. His jaw was 
bruised and his lip was puffed and bleeding. But his 
state of emotional shock was sudi that he was oblivious 
to pain. He had not yet begun to feel the depths of his 
own heartbreak. There was a big hole where his feehngs 
should be. He was more than numb. 

In the morning he was released from jail. Neither Gene 
Towler nor the club management had pressed charges. 
The police had locked him up overnight only for his 
own good, to give him a chance to sober up, they told 
him. 

Bruised, disheveled, badly needing a shave, Les 
caught a taxi and went home. The house looked bleak 
and empty. He walked in. The deserted rooms echoed 
with his footfalls. In the bedroom he found a short note 
from Vicki. 

Fm leaving you, Les. I’m sure you don’t want me for 
your wife any more, not after what you saw happening 
in that car. I wish I could say I was sorry, but 1 don’t 
suppose it would mean much now, Vichi, 
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THE POUNDING was relentless. It would stop for a 
few seconds, then start again. It refused to let him slip 
back to sleep or give him rest 
Slowly^ his gaze moved to the ceiling. He turned his 
head slightly. The movement awoke that jolting pain in 
his head and he groaned. 

Sensation was peeling away layers of uneonscionsness, 
making known to him the ache in his head, the bitter 
taste in his mouth, the sickness in his guts. 

With a great effort he pushed himself to a sitting po¬ 
sition on the bed. The movement stirred the sensations 
into high gear. The dull pain in his head turned to a 
blinding headache. His body shuddered with nausea. He 
groaned, holding his head in his hands. 

Rubbing his bloodshot eyes with his palms, Les 
blinked, looked around. He was in his own bedroom at 
home. It was a mess. An empty whiskey bottle lay near 
the bed. His clothes were strewn on the floor. The blinds 
were drawn. Ashtrays were filled with cigarette butts. 
The air was stale and rancid. 

Lord, he must have hung a good one on. He winced. 
He would have to pull himself together and clean up 
this wreckage before Vicki came home., 4 

Vicki! It all came back in a choking, stabbing flash. 
He remembered now why he had locked himself in the 
house, buried the telephone under pillows, closed all the 
blinds, and then drunk himself into unconsciousness, 
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Yield was not coining home. She had left him. Her crum¬ 
pled note was on the bed beside him. 

Tears burned his eyes and ran down his unshaven 
face. Damn that pounding in his head. It would not let 

him think. ,, , r v 

He staggered to his feet. As he stumbled from the 

room, the floor tilted. His head spun. He bumped against 
furniture. Then he realized that the pounding was not 
in his head. It was coming from the direction of the 
kitchen. He peered through the glass in the back door 

and saw Sybil Rogers. 

He fumbled with the lock. She came into the^ house 
in a rush, her young face reflecting her anxiety. Thank 
heaven you're all right, Les. 1 ve been worried sick. Her 
wide violet eyes stared up at him and she shook her 
head sadly* “Gosh, honey, you look like helL 
feel that way/' he admitted. 

“Ed and I were out of town over the weekend. We 
didn't get back until this morning, so it wasn't until to¬ 
day that I heard about you and Vicki. Tve been bying 
to get hold of you since this moming. You wouldnt an¬ 
swer your phone. When I called your studio, I was told 
they hadn't seen you in three days. I was just about to 
call the police." 

“I’m glad you didn't do thaC Les muttered. “IVe had 
enough of them." 

“Come on, honey," she said, putting her arm around 
him. “Let me take care of you.” She tried to get him 
to sit down. He pushed her aside. 

He stumbled to the pantry where be dug out a fresh 
bottle of bourbon. “This is all I need to take care of me. 
He broke the seal, unscrewed the cap, threw it in the 
sink. He took a swallow from the bottle, choked and 
gagged on the burning liquid. But he managed to keep 
it down. It began to settle the fluttermg in his stomach 
and ease his screaming nerves. 

He made his way to the living room, still holding the 
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bottle and collapsed on the couch. He placed the bottle 
^efully beside him. Suddenly, he put his head in his 
h^ds. Sobs racked him. “Vicld’s left me. Sybil-she’s 
left me. 


She ran across the room to him and put her hand on 
^ shaking shoulder, her violet eyes 6Ded vi'ith tears. 

1 IcDOWj LeSj she whispered, sorry 

“It was that damn son of a bitch, Towler. He’s behind 
ail the trouble weVe been having. I caught them to- 
gether in his car Saturday night,^ 

She bit her lip. “I-I heard aU about it, honey. You 
don t have to talk of it if you don’t want to. It’s tearing 
you up inside." ° 


Les ran trembling fingers thiou^ his hair. “No, it’s 
better to grf it off my chest, Sybil. If I don’t taUc to 
somebody there’s no telling what I might do...” 

She looked alarmed. “Now, get hold of yourself. 
Les. It isnt the end of the world." 

“It is for me," 


^ existence. With her gone his 
life had lost all purpose. He had never thought it pos¬ 
sible to feel such grief. ' 

“I don’t even know where she is," he went on. his voice 
reakmg Her parents are dead, you know. She has a 
sister m Sacr^ento, but they’ve never been very dose, 
^yway, I phoned her sister and she’s heard nothing.” 
His tone took on a new bitterness. "I guess she’s shacked 
Up somewhere with that wife-stealing bastard, Towler, 
If I CM get my hands on him again, I’ll-" Suddenly a 
ou^t rame to his befuddled mind. “Wait a minutel” 

soL£? suspicion. “I just remembered 

some^g. When I told you that Vicki had left me. you 
i^t seem summed. In fact, you said you already 
toew. You could have heard about the fight, yes. But 
you coul^ t know Vicki’s left me-unless you had talked 
to Vich herself. His voice was accusing. 

y il sighed. She opened her purse, took out a dg- 
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arette and lit it. *^68she admitted, blowing out &e 
match. “I've heard from Vicki. She phoned me this 

Les grabbed her arm. “Where is she, Sybil? You have 

to tell me!” ., , , l i,. i. „ 

“Relax, Les. She’s not with Gene, if thats whats bug- 

ging you*” ^ ^ 

"Then where is she? Tell me, Sybflp 
Her violet eyes studied his face* Pity and exasperation 
mingled in her voice as she said, "You still love her, dont 

you?” 

^ “We’ve been married seven years, Sybil. You don’t turn 


that off like a light svritch." 

She stared broodingly at her cigarette. “I guess not. 
“Well, damn it, are you going to tell me where she 


“Yes, I’m going to tell you. Just cool off.” 

He waited impatiently. She certainly was taking her 
own sweet time about it, he thought. 

“Personally,” Sybil said. “I think you’d be b^er off let¬ 
ting her stay where she is. But I suppose shes too much 
in your system. I guess it’s something you’ll have to work 
out.” She hesitated, looking at him closely. “Before I tell 
you, Les, I want to know something. Are you going to 
go charging over there with a gun, do something cra^ 
like putting a bullet in her, or yourself?’ 

“Oh, stop making like a soap opera,” Les said, losing 

patience with her. 

“Well, I don’t know,” she said slowly. “These Ihings 
happen. You read about them in the paper every day. 
And you can be a pretty violent guy. I remember wh^ 
you pasted Vicki the night you caught her dancing with 
Gene. And from what I heard, you were ready to kill 
him Saturday night.” 

“Fm not going to do anything violent, Sybil. I just want 
to talk to Vicki.” 


“Calmly?" 
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“Yes, calmly, damn iti I have to Imow where we stand 
—whether Vicki wants a divorce, or whether there’s any 
chance at all left for us, or whatever." 

^ “She’s pretty frightened right now.” Sybil explained. 
“She’ll probably never forgive me for telling you where 
she is.” 

“I’m not going to hurt her. I swear it.” 

She rummaged through her purse. “I have it on a slip 
of paper here somewhere. Yes, here it is.” 

He took the paper, staring at it blankly. Written on it 
was the address of a cheap hotel in a shabby part of 
town. He supposed that she had gone there so that she 
could avoid him, or anyone who knew her. 
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HE SAT alone in the living room, smoking a cigarette. 
He had shaved and bathed and put on clean clothes 
while Sybil had made a pot of strong cofiEee. She was 
gone now, leaving him to face his thoughts. 

He smoked and stared at the address on the scrap of 

paper. 

He had to make up his mind about what he was go¬ 
ing to do. Did he still want Vicki back? Could he swal¬ 
low his pride enough to forgive a cheating wife? Did he 
love her that much? 

He raised his eyes and looked slowly about the ro^. 
Everywhere his gaze rested, he saw Vicki. The i^ Ujat 
had thrived under her loving care, the furniture that tod 
known her toudi so many times, the carpet she tod 

walked on... , , , i „ 

In his solitude, he was impressed by how personal a 

house could become, how it could absorb and hold 
something of the essence of the lives and dreams of the 
people inside its walls. The unseen presence of 
haunted the room right now. He thought he could de¬ 
tect the lingering scent of her perfume. 

She was etched in his memory by the surrounding 
that were so personal to her. If he divorced her, to 
would never be able to set foot in this house again. Victa 
had left the imprint of herself indelibly stamped here, 
and it would linger as long as the house stood. 

He tried to imagine life without her. He tried to con¬ 
ceive of never again sitting across the table from her at 
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mealtime, never experiencing the proximity of her fem- 
^_ty, never feeling the wamHh of her beautiful body 
in his arms, the touch of her flesh against his. The pic¬ 
ture was bleak. It Virenched at his heart. 

Undoubtedly some men could live alone and enjoy it. 
^ey were the bachelors who appeared to thrive on their 
eedom and were appalled at the thought of giving it 
up. He was not like that. He was a family man and 
n^ed the security of a family and home. Vicki’s un- 
w^gness to have children had always been a bitt» 
disappointment to him. 

But he had buried his wishes and had accepted Vicki 
^ she was. He had been willing to adjust to her need 
or excitement and escape. He had been willing to for¬ 
get that he was tired at the end of the day in order to 
give her the social outlets she seemed to crave. 

But was he willing to accept that she had a lover? 
It struck deep at a man’s ego, robbing him of his dig¬ 
nity and self-respect. How could a husband live with a 
thing like that? 

Crowding out the other memories of Vicki, sickening 
pictures filled his mind. Pictures of another man explor¬ 
ing his vrifes body, touching her lips, knowing her 
nakedness. It was like biting down on an aching tooth 
for Les, He tortured himself vrith the details, hearing 

again his wife’s passionate cries of pleasure in Towler’s 
anus. 

A throbbing band tightened around his head and he 
po^ed. He covered his eyes with his hands, fighting 
back the tears and the murderous rage welling up in 
his throat. 

What did a man say to his wife after she had be- 
tay^ ]^? How was it possible he could love her, want 
her back, while at the same time he hated her and want¬ 
ed to strangle her with his bare hands? 

Yet was his own record spotless? Was he in any posi¬ 
tion to cast the first stone? 
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But even when he had been intimate widi Sybil, it 
was Vida he knew he loved. Was it possible that the 
same thing had happened to Vicki? Had she given her¬ 
self to Gene Towler in a weak moment, perhaps want¬ 
ing to experiment, to sin a little? He might forgive her 
for that. 

But there was the possibility that Vicki had actually 
fallen in love with Towler, that it was more than an 
infatuation of a fling. Wives did fall out of love with 
their husbands. They did fall in love with other men. 
It had been happening since time began. 


In Room 209 of the Regal Hotel, Vicki Kennedy lay 
on the lumpy bed, listening to the drip of water in the 
yellow-stained lavatory. She stared up at the cracked 
plaster on the ceiling. 

She had not seen Gene since the awful scene at the 
country club. She had driven his car to the showroom 
and, leaving the keys in the ignition, had caught a taxL 
She had stopped by her house briefly, long enough to 
throw a few things in a suitcase and get some money. 
Then she had told the waiting taxi driver to take her to 
the hotel. 

For three days she had stolen downstairs for her meals 
in the dreary, fly-spotted coffee shop. Otherwise, she 
had not been out of the room. Guilt and shame had 
driven her into this place of hiding. She was trying to 
withdraw from life. 

But this morning she had called Sybil because they 
were good friends and because Sybil was the type who 
would listen sympathetically and without any a holier- 
than-thou attitude. And Sybil was not likely to spread 
gossip around. 

When Vicki hung up, she knew with awful certainty 
that by now the whole affair was a juicy scandal, the talk 
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of everyone at the club. How could she ever go out hi 
public again? 

At times she found herself furious with Les. In an 
unreasonable way, she would blame him for the whole 
ugly mess. Usually when he had gone to the bar to drink 
and talk business, he had forgotten about her for the 
rest of the evening. Why had he picked that one eve¬ 
ning to come looking for her? And why had he found 
her that way with Gene? It was rotten luck. Other wom¬ 
en had affairs and got away with it. Most of her subur¬ 
ban friends cheated on their husbands at one time or 
another. But they had the good fortune—or the good 
sense—not to get caught! 

At other times Vicki would take a more rational view. 
She had no business being out there in Gene’s car in 
the first place, she admitted to herself. Waves of guilt 
would surge through her and she would bury her face 
in the pillow and sob. Poor Les. What a horrible thing 
to do to him. What could be worse for a man than catch¬ 
ing his vrife right in the act of infidelity? 

She no longer loved Les as she once had. Sdll, she 
was fond of him. She had no desire to hurt him. 

And she was not positive of her feelings for Gene. She 
had felt that night that she loved him. But Les’s find¬ 
ing them, the nasty fight and its aftermath, had spoiled 
it Now it was an ordinary, sordid matter of adultery, a 
public tidbit for gossiping tongues. 

It was strange how an illicit intimacy between a man 
and woman could be tinged with the aura of romance, 
provided it remained their secret. But drag it into the 
public, turn a spotlight on it, and it became shabby. 

The telephone jangled, startling her. She picked it up 
with trembling fingers, "Yes?" 

“Vicki? This is SybU.” 

Vicki let out her breath. “Oh." 

“After I talked with you this morning, I got worried 
about Les. I couldn't reach him by phone and be hadn’t 
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been to work, I finally went over to your house. He’s 
okay, except for a three-day hangover." 

“I'm glad to hear that,” Vicki said. 

Sybil hesitated. “1 told him where you were, Vicki ” 

Vicki felt a sinking sensation in her stomach. “Oh, I 
wish you hadn't done that, SybO ” 

“Listen, I had to. The poor guy is about out of his 
mind. He has to talk to you, Vicki. Now don't worry. 
He isn’t going to hurt you.” 

“I hope you're right about that,” Vicki said nervously. 

“I am. I wouldn't have told him where you were, if 
I thought he was not in full control of himself.” 

Vicki bit her lip. “I know, but I don't want to see 
him, Sybil. I... I'm ashamed. It will be just awful, hav¬ 
ing to face him. You can understand—" 

“YouVe got to have it out with him some time,” Sybil 
pointed out. “Look, its your marriage. Tm not trying to 
horn in, Vicki. Whether you two decide to get a divorce, 
or not get a divorce—well, that's between you and Les. 
Still, you can't go on hiding out in that crummy flea-bag 
for the rest of your life ” 

“I guess you're right.” Vicki sighed, glancing about the 
dingy room. "Tb tell the truth, the place is terribly de¬ 
pressing” 

“Any hotel room would be depressing, under the cir¬ 
cumstances. It's no good crawling into a hole” Sybil 
said. “You might as welt face Les, and have it out 
You'll both feel better.” 

Vicki nodded and chewed her lip. “When is he com¬ 
ing over here?” she asked uneasdy. 

'1 don't know. When I left he was drinking black cof¬ 
fee. I guess you'll hear from him as soon as he gets over 
the shakes and puUs himself together.” 

For the next two hours, Vicki chain-smoked cigarettes 
and nervously paced the room. A knock at the door froze 
her in her tracks. She swallowed with an effort, as if she 
were downing medicine. “Who is it?” 
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Les’s voice reached her, muffled by the door. 

“het me in, Vicki* I want to talk to you.^ 

She drew a deep breath, gathered her courage, and 
unlocked the door. 

His face was white and stiff, a stranger s* He moved 
past her into the room. They avoided each other s eyes* 
She sank on the edge of the bed, twisting her handker¬ 
chief between her cold fingers. 

Les went over to the window and stared down at the 
street, his back to her. At last he lit a cigarette and sat 
down* He glanced about the room, then down at his cig¬ 
arette. 

‘‘I came to talk to you," he begsm* “I thought we ought 
to talk about—well, what we re going to do .. 

Yield nodded* She looked down at the floor* “I sup¬ 
pose you want a divorce* I can't blame you*” Her voice 
was stiff. 

Les drew on his cigarette and sighed* "That was the 
first thing that occurred to me* I guess it does to any¬ 
one in a situation like this. But then I calmed down* 
Now I'm not so sure*” 

She raised her head, staring at him* "‘How could you 
want to stay married to me after—after what happened?" 

Les took his time about answering. This confrontation 
was difficult for him. He searched for words that would 
properly express his feelings* “Vidd, Ill be honest with 
you. I don't know if we’d have much of a chance now, 
if I'd be able to live with this or not* But as long as there's 
ev^ a small chance of saving our marriage, I want to 
keep on trying ” 

She shook her head sadly* “Les, you're a good man* In 
fact, you re one in a million* If I had any sense at all I'd 
never have gotten myself into this ugly situation* I guess 
the truth is, I m plain no good. I wouldn't bring you any¬ 
thing but unhappiness. YouTl be better off without me.” 

“Maybe you should let me decide about that” Les 
said. He hesitated. Im a long way from being an angel 
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myself. Tm sorry to bave to tell you this, but you don’t 
have a monopoly on sin. I was unfaithful to you, too— 
only a few weeks ago " 

That gave her a distinct shock. It was hard to believe 
he could be a straying husband. He just did not seem 
the type. Still, the way she had been treating him 
lately. *. 

“Who is she?"’ Vicki asked in a voice that sounded 
strange in her own ears. 

“Fd rather not say,’’ Les said, shamefaced. ""Maybe it’s 
good it happened, though. It’s made me see this from 
a different angle. I mean, I can t go around being self- 
righteous when IVe done the same thing you have.’’ 

Vicld sighed, shaking her head. “But it s different for 
a man. It always has been. Besides, the way IVe been 
treating you—well, I could hardly blame you ” 

“Maybe you had justification, too/’ Les said. *T must 
have let you down somewhere, or you wouldn’t have.., 
have gone to another man. I’m .. 

She shook her head sadly. “No, it isn’t you, Les. For 
some other woman you’d be perfect. Maybe it isn’t me, 
either, Im guilty of what everybody else is guilty of— 
looking frantically for happiness, I guess. It must be us. 
We just don’t belong together/’ 

“I don’t believe that, Funky,” Les said stubbornly, “We 
were so much in love at first.” 

Tears filled her eyes, “Yes, I guess it always starts out 
that way., ” 

They were silent for a while, searching their hearts 
and minds. “Funky,” Les said in a strained voice, “have 
you stopped loving me altogetherr 

The tears threatened to spill from her eyes. She avert¬ 
ed her face. “I don’t want to hurt you, Les,” she said, 
choking on the words. “I've already hurt you enough ” 

“I’d rather know the truth ” 

She bit her lip. “WeU, I... I hardly know how to ex¬ 
plain this. I can’t say I don’t love you. I mean, when 
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youVe Mved with somebody for seven years, shared every 
little bit of your life with him—well, you're bound to be 
attached to him ” She groped for words. 'Tm fond of 
you, Les, as I suppose I would be of a very dear broth¬ 
er, or member of my family who was close to me. But 
I don't think Ym in love with you any more, The thrill 
isn't there. You know that we don't really want each 
other in the old way* You know that.** 

“Surely you can't expect the honeymoon to last for¬ 
ever. You have better sense than that, Vicki.” 

She sighed. “Les, I just cant make you understand. 
We go in circles when we try to talk about it ” 

Again there was a silence. “Are you in love with Gene 
Towler?” he asked m a tight voice. 

She frowned. “Tin not sure,” she said thoughtftilly, “Or 
maybe I am sure, but I haven't had the nerve to admit 
it to myself yet.” 

Pain was raw in Les's eyes. He looked away, staring 
blankly at the window, “And is he in love with you?” 

“I don't know ” she admitted. 

“Have you talked about getting married?” 

She shook her head. “No ” she whispered. “It aU hap¬ 
pened so suddenly. We really haven't talked much ...” 

*You know what kind of a reputation he has around 
the club. Has it ever occurred to you that he might just 
be having a fling with youF' 

“Yes.” Her voice was a whisper, 

“Still you want to go on seeing him?” 

“I don't know, I don't even know if hell want to see 
me again, after what's happened. I haven't had the 
courage to call him.” 

Les shook his head. “Punky, you're not making sense 
at all. You're talking about divorce in one breath. In the 
next you admit that this... this guy you're in love with 
hasn t talked to you about love or wanting to marry you 
or anything at all.. 

“I wish you’d try to understand, Les, You can't be so 
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damned logical about things like this ” Vicki said sullen¬ 
ly. “I told you I’m not yet suie about Gene and me. But 
1 am sure of this—I can’t go on living the way I have 
been. I’ve been unhappy, no, miserable. I want to get 
something out of life while I’m still young enough to enjoy 
it. I’m sick and tired of being a stupid little housewife!” 

Les was looking directly at her now. “What you’re real¬ 
ly trying to say is that you want your freedom.” 

She thought for a moment. “Yes, I guess that’s it.” 

“What if I won’t give you a divorce?” 

Vicki stared at him wide-eyed. It was a possibility she 
had not even considered. After he had found her in 
Gene’s arms, a divorce would be automatic, she had 
thought. “I don’t see why you’d want to keep me after 
an affair with another man. * 

“That's my business. For one thing, it might be that 
I'm still in love with you and don't want to give you up. 
For another thing, it might be that 1 think you're going 
through some kind of emotional mix-up. Maybe the 
thought of being in your thirties has you scared, and 
you don't know how to cope with it. Maybe it's because 
we mm-fied so young and you never had a chance to 
have a fling or to sow your wild oats. Maybe you'll get 
it all out of your system, and find out I'm the right guy 
for you after all." 

She shook her head slowly. 'It's too dangerous, Les. 
I couldn't promise that something wouldn't happen be¬ 
tween Gene and me again—or even between me and 
some other man. I... I just don't know. 1 m being honest 
with you, Les. You'd be better off without me." 

“But suppose I'm willing to take the chance. Sup¬ 
pose IVe already thought about all this, and Fm willing 
to forget the past. Suppose I figure that the stakes are 
worth that gamble?" 

Vicki rose from the bed* She went to the bureau, 
found her cigarettes and lit one. She began nervously 
to pace back and forth. “I'd be afraid, Les. As you say, 
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right now you’ve calmed down. But you can get violent. 
Last Saturday night you might have killed Gene Tow- 
ler—or he might have killed you. If... well, if some¬ 
thing like that happened again, it could turn into one of 
those awful tragedies you read about-a jealous husband 
killing another man, or his own wife,” 

Les shook his head. “No, there isn’t going to be any 
more violence. 1 got all that out of my system. If I de¬ 
cide our marriage is hopeless I’ll just call it quits. Right 
now, though, I’m not ready to do that. I’m still not 
ready to give you a divorce.” 

Vicki sat down rather suddenly, all the wind taken 
out of her sails. “Suppose I don’t want to go on living 
with you?” 

“You can have your fun and freedom. We can still run 
Mound with the dance crowd at the club. I’ll stop play¬ 
ing the jealous husband. I’ll let you have your fun. But I 
won’t give you a divorce-not yet, anyway. Not while 
there’s a ghost of a chance for us.” 

Vicki stared at him, puzzled. “You must still love me 
an awful lot,” she whispered, 

Les nodded soberly, “I guess I do. But I wouldn’t be 
the first guy who’s made a damn fool of himself over a 
woman. After all, a man doesn’t always fall in love with 
a woman just for her virtues.” 

Vicki looked at him helplessly. “Well... I guess I don’t 
have much choice, do I?” 

“Vicki, you could pack up and move out and hire 
yourself a lawyer to fight me for a divorce. But I don’t 
know where you’d get the money to do that. And I 
don’t think you’d want that kind of public scandal. On 
the other hand, if we do come to a parting of the ways, 
and we both agree on divorce, it can be accomplished 
quietly and discreetly,” 

Vicki nodded. She felt trapped, powerless. She knew 
that once L.es had made his mind up about something, 
he could be stubborn. 
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Les suddenly ground out his cigarette. He had come 
to some decision. He stood up. “Meanwhile, he said 
quietly, “I want to remind you that you’re still my wile. 
His eyes burned into her, 

A chill went through her when she saw the expression 
in his eyes. “What’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means what I said. You’re my wife and 1 want 
you. Can I make it any plainer than thatr 
Vicki’s h^ sank. “Les, not right now, not here. Not 

like this *, ” 

‘TTes, right now. Like this.** 

The strange look in his eyes frightened her. Had the 
shock of finding her with Gene made him emotionally 
sick? She could see violence in his eyes and she was 
afraid of him, afraid also of not doing what he ordered. 

She stood up, her mouth dry. With clumsy fingers, she 
fumbled at the zipper on her dress. While Les watched 
coldly, she undressed and lay dovra on the bed, naked, 
so he could have her. 

He jerked off his clothes, throwing them to the floor. 
Then he was on her, seizing her in his arms brutaUy. 
He took her in a coarse, vulgar way, like a man taking 
a prostitute. He took her in anger rather than in love. 

Vicki knew now that this was his way of hurting her. 
He was revenge for the way she had degraded 

and humiliated him. His feelings for her were swinging 
between the poles of love and hate; he needed to pos* 
sess her, yet hurt her. 

She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, gasping with 
p ain at his brutal handling of her. She clenched fist¬ 
fuls of the bedclothes in agony. A dark streak of sadism 
seemed to have appeared in him. He seemed to find ex¬ 
citement in her cries of pain, her writhing. 

And then, something primitive, brutish, but essentially 
female in her began to respond to his violence. Deep, 
buried, forgotten emotions crept through the layers of 
civilized instincts. 



Perverse desires began to take over her body. She was 
grinding and heaving herself against him, seeking even 
more pain. She clutched at him, gasping with delight 
when he bit her naked shoulder. She raked ha- nails 
down his back, leaving bloody streaks. 

They became two animals, sweating, panting, grunting 
on the bed. There was no love in their encounter, only 
lust, violence and explosive release. ^ 

Th^ lay for a while on the tangled bed, exhausted, 
^en Les picked up the phone. He told a bellboy to 
bring a fifth of bourbon* As the hours wore on he got 
drunk aU over again. He kept Vicki in the room,’forcing 
her to lie on the bed, naked, using her again and again 
until at last the hurt and fury and jealousy in him wa^ 
spent. Fmally, he fell into an exhausted, sodden sleep. 
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LES took off a few days from work and they went to¬ 
gether on a trip up the coast. Vicki knew that he hop^ 
the vacation would help resolve their problems. But in 
this respect it faUed. He was drinking too much. And 
love-making seemed to Ell a strange new need in him. He 
was driven again and again to possess her with a Wde- 
ous, sadistic passion. He had never demanded sex from 

her so often. , 

In the past she had enjoyed these trips. But now me 
two of them either bickered, or Les went by himself to 
some bar to sit and drink. Rebellion began to mount in 

The second morning after they returned from tiie trip, 
the phone rang. It was Gene Towler. Her knees felt 
weak and she sat down. 

“Are you alone? Can we talk?” he asked in a low voice. 

“Yes... yes,” she stammered. “Les is at work.” 

“I’ve been trying to get hold of you for days, VickL 

The urgency in his voice made her throat tighten. Les 
took me away on a trip. We just got back yesterday. 

There was a moment’s silence. “I have to talk to you, 
Vicki, but it’s no good over the phone. I'm in your neigh¬ 
borhood. May I stop by to see you?” 

“Here?” She glanced aboout the room in panic. 

“Do you think Les might come home?” 

She hesitated. “I guess not. He’s behind in his work 

because of the trip.” ^ 

“I can be at your house in ten minutes.” 
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Vicki’s mind was in a spin. She bit her lip. ‘"Gene, I 
don’t think you d better,. ” 

But he had hung up. 

She replaced the receiver slowly, looking at her reflec¬ 
tion in the mirror across the room. She was still in her 
housecoat and wore no make-up. Quickly, she went to 
her room, made up her face, brushed her hair, and 
slipped into a light summer dr^s. She was putting the 
final touches of lipstick to her lips when the front door 
bell rang. 

On legs that trembled, she walked through the house 
and opened the front door, 

“HeUo, Vicki.” 

His eyes sought hers. She swayed a fraction toward 
him, but then drew back, frightened by her reaction. On 
his face there were still traces of bruises from the fight. 

Aren t you afraid Xtes will find you here?” she whis¬ 
pered. 

He shrugged, moving past her into the living room. 
“I m not afraid of Les.” He turned to face her, "I had to 
see you, Vicki. What in the world happened to you after 
that row at the dub? You just disappeared.” 

She nodded. "I know. I should have got in touch with 
you. 1 m sorry. I guess I just couldn’t think.” 

“But what happened to you?” 

“Well, I was so humiliated, and so frightened of Les, 
too. All I could think of was running off to hide. I 
checked into a small out-of-the-way hotel., 

She sat on the edge of the couch, her body tense, un¬ 
able to pull her eyes from his. “Sybil Rogers knew where 
I was. She told him.” 

Gene frowned in concern. "Did he hurt you?” 

Her cheeks grew hot. She looked down at her hands 
clasped in her lap. He didn’t beat me up or anything, 
if that’s what you mean.” 

“Well, how did he react?” 

She sighed. He said he wouldn’t give me a divorce. 

92 




He insisted it was some kind of infatuation or.., or a 
fling I was having* He said he was still in love witii me 
and he wouldn't let me go,^ 

Gene's dark eyes smoldered, “How do you feel about 
it?" 

She shrugged. “I think its stupid for us to remain to¬ 
gether. I don't love Les any more. I think I'm even be¬ 
ginning to hate him.*" 

A silence fell between them. VicM was the first to 
break it, forcing her voice to sound cheeful. 

“Can I get you something to drink. Gene?" 

“A cup of coffee would be fine, thanks " 

She went to the kitchen where she loaded the electric 
percolator. She felt Genes presence, and turned to find 
that he had quiedy followed her. His gaze traveled over 
her figure, clearly outlined under the light house dress. 
Twin fires kindl^ in the night of his eyes. 

She felt a tremor run through her. He moved closer 
and took her in his arms* “I think we have some unfin¬ 
ished business," he said. 

Desire leaped up in her like a white-hot flame. She 
pressed against him, trembling. 

“Have you thought about us, in the car, before Les 
broke things up?” he whispered against her hair, 

“I haven't thought of much else " she replied huskily. 

“It was good, wasn't it?” 

“It was wonderful" she breathed. 

His lips moved down to hers and her desire became 
agony. With trembling fing^s she shoved the straps of 
her dress down from her shoulders. She caught the top 
of her bra in red-tipped fingers and tugged it down, free¬ 
ing her breasts for him. His head bent and his mouth 
brought trails of fire to the delicate white flesh, the dis¬ 
tended pink nipples. She gasped. Passion whipped 
through her. 

The coffee was forgotten. Gene scooped her up and 
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carried her down the hall to the bedroom, she guiding 
him. 

They stripped with urgent, awkward haste. All her 
restraint was gone now. She threw herself into his arms. 
The contact of her body against his affected her like 
touching a live wire. They kissed wildly, Vicki’s arms 
were ti^t about him. She ground her body against his. 

Then they were on the bed. She experienced a savage 
revenge in giving herself to Gene on the bed she and 
Les had shared. She was repaying Les for his cruelties, 
his abuse. 

Her senses reeled and there was no time, no reality, 
only delicious sensation, and the hot, deep assault of 
Gene, filling her entire being, a bliss expanding until 
there was a shuddering explosion, and then an ecstasy 
that mounted to the unbearable as her choked cries 
sounded in her ears. 


After the storm of passion had ebbed, they shared cof¬ 
fee and cigarettes in the living room. Vicki found that 
her sense of guilt had become dulled. The first time with 
Gene, at the motel, she had experienced a suffocating re¬ 
morse. But not now, 

“How will we see each other?” Gene asked. “We’re 
taking a chance meeting at the house this way. I mean, 
it could be noticed—it could be unpleasant for you. And 
if Les takes you to the dub, it’s a cinch he’ll keep a 
sharp eye on you.” 

“I'll s^ you, Gene, just as often as I please," she said 
coolly. “Now that I know all is hopeless between Les 
and me, a break-up vrill be for the best. It’s time he 
got it through his thick head that our marriage has 
had it.” 
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A WEEK later, Les sat at the dub bar. It was afternoon. 
He had finished an assignment and had stopped off for 
a drink. In two hours he had imbibed a half-dozen drinks 
and was considerably numbed. 

Sybil Rogers found him there, brooding. She had just 
finished eighteen holes of golf. She sat down on the bar 
stool next to him and spoke his name. 

He glanced up. “Oh, hi, Sybil.” 

“Buy a thirsty girl a drink?” 

“Sure.” He signaled the bartender. 

“Why don’t we move to a table in the comer,” she 
suggested. 

At the table, Sybil gazed into his face. “How’s it going, 
Les? You look khad of low.” 

“That’s how I feel,” he admitted. 

“Things still not good between you and Vicki?” 

He shook his head. “If things were twice as gc^, 
they’d still be terrible. She’s completely stopped trying, 
Sybil. I don’t even know where she is, half die time. She 
never stays home.” 

Sybil frowned and sipped her drink. “Why do you 
stand for it?” 

Les tightened his big hands in frustration. “What am 
I supposed to do? Beat her up? Lock her in the house? 
We’re living in an enlightened age, you know. They have 
laws against that sort of t h i n g.’ He sighed. Anyway, 
what’s the use? You can’t put a gun to a woman’s head 
and order her to be in love with you.” 
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“1 guess you’ve got a point there,” Sybil agreed. 

Les ordered another drink. "WTiat’s eating Vicki any¬ 
way, Sybil? You’re a good friend of hers. Maybe you 
can teU me. We used to be happy. I was working my 
fool head ofiF to ^ve her a nice home and security. I 
loved her, respected her. Now she’s turning into some¬ 
body I don’t recognize, running around like a common 
little cheat,.His voice broke. 

Sybil’s eyes swam with tears. “Les, honey, it lolls me 
to see you tearing yourself to pieces. I wish I could tell 
you what’s wrong with her. I don’t know myself, and 1 
doubt if Vicki knows. She’s a pretty mixed-up Idd right 
now.” 

A dull ache filled his heart. He shook his head. "How 
could she ever get involved with a shallow jerk like Tow- 
ler? Maybe if it were a decent, solid guy, I could make 
some sense out of it.” 

Sybil reached across the table and squeezed his hand. 

She had a decent, solid guy.” Sybil sighed. "Looks 
like she got bored with it. Some women are never 
satisfied.^ It’s corny, but true. If you ask me, Vicld’s sick. 
But that’s just my opinion.” 

They finished their drinks in silence. "What are you 
going to do now, L.es?” she asked. 

He shrugged. 

Sit around here and get stoned, I suppose,” she said. 
"Look, you’re in no condition to be left alone. I don’t 
even trust you to drive. You need company. Ed is out 
of town and I haven’t a thing planned. Why don't we 
get in my jalopy and take a ride up the coast? We 
could stop off somewhere for a bite to eat. It would do 
you good to get your mind off things for a few hours." 

She finally persuaded him to leave with her. She slid 
behind the wheel of her “jalopy”—a Cadillac convertible. 

*I want to stop off at home and change from these 
golfing clothes,” she explained as they turned down her 




street, a winding, tree-lined drive in an area of expensive 

pulled into the driveway beside a sprawTiag 
ranch-style home. It reflected Ed's business success. The 
lawn w^ terraced and beautifully kept. The patio was 
enclosed by a high redwood fence and there was a 
swimming pool behind the house. j t 

Sybil mixed him a drink. While she shower^ Lw 
wandered about the front part of the house, si^g 
the luxurious carpets and looking over the nch funus - 

^e living room was immense. Three walls were pan 
eled in redwood. The fourth was white stone and fea¬ 
tured a fireplace. A costly steteo phonograph and a 
television set ware custom-built into one of ^ * 
On shelves nearby was stored SybU’s extensive coDection 

of iazz and classical records. 

Vicki and I might have gotten into the c^ps like this 
some day, be thou^t sadly. But now, damn it... 

He gulped the Uquor angrily. He had an impulse to 
smash his fist through a window. Instead, he went to the 
bar and poured himself another drink. 

He moved over to the hall leading to Sybfl s 
He could hear her splashing in the shower. Then the 
water stopped and he heard her moving about in 
room, beard drawers opening and closing and then the 
quick tap of her high heels. The sounds of her bathmg 
and dressing were seductive. They turned his thou^ts 
back to that afternoon at the danoe studio. 

He flushed with guilt Was he paying for that sin by 
losing Vicki? A few short weeks ago he had had a moral 
code to live by, to believe in. It had not included making 

love to another man’s wife. 

Could there reaUy be anything to this stuff about the 
good being rewarded and the evil punished? Or was it 
hogwash, like Santa Claus and the Easter bunny? It did 
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not seem to him that Gene Towler was suffering mudi. 
Neither was Vidd. 

“If you can’t lick ’em, join ’em," he said aloud, raising 
his glass in a mock toast to the empty roomi 

Sybil was calling to him. “Les, honey, will you give 
me a hand with this zipper? I’m stuck.” 

He walked unsteadily down the hall to her room. 

“Sometimes I think women get married so they’ll have 
somebody around to help with zippers.” She laughed 
nervously. 

She was standing at her dressing table, her back to 
him. She was wearing high heels and a simple, but ex¬ 
pensive black dress with long sleeves and a high neck. 
A designer’s trickery made it cling to her body in a se¬ 
ductive way, revealing every beautiful curve. 

The zipper was caught in the fabric, leaving the 
dress parted down to the small of her back. 

Les put dovm his drink and fumbled clumsily with 
the zipper. He found it impossible to pull his eyes from 
her naked back, inches away. The flesh was a delicate, 
creamy pink. 

Despite the central air-conditioning, he began to per- 
^ire freely. He freed the zipper and it ran smoothly up 
the diess^ closing the back. He turned away and picked 
up his drink in a shaking hand. 

Sybil applied the final touches to her make-up in si¬ 
lence. She picked up her handbag and slipped her arm 
though his. “All ready to go, honey," she said softly, 
giving his arm an intimate squeeze. 

They head^ out of town, driving fast toward the set¬ 
ting sun. Sybil left the top down. Now she pulled a scarf 
around her head to keep her blond hair in place. Her 
black sldrt had pulled halfway up her thighs when she 
Md gotten into the car. She had left it that way to give 
her legs more freedom for driving, he was sure, and not 
to be provocative. She was not wearing stoctogs and 
the muscles and tendons in her beautiful young calves 
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and thighs rippled as she P“»“^ 
heeled slipper against the brake pedal or p 

rewTgainst the plush upholstery, enjoying 
the picture of Sybil behind the wheel of the powerful car. 
He was in a pleasant state of intoxication. A ^ow rf 
phorslosli him, temporarily easing his heartbre^ 

drove to a lonely roadside cafe on Ae 
There they had more drinks and ate large, )uicy 

gnawed at tiie shrimp like a happy chil^ laugh¬ 
ing as she Ucked her greasy fingers. Les cheer^ up m 
Se of himself. He was glad that he had run mto h« ^ 
the country club. She had rescued him from a moserab , 

^^^ejTlo^^ track of time and as the sun set wem 
viTiy alone in the roadhouse. 

against the cliffs below, giving them a feehng of » 

we in the ear agato, following te hl£- 
way down the coast A fuU moon had risen. Sy^j^ ^ 
^«red a side road leading down to a stnp of lone^ 
beach. She parked the convertible near some dunes. ^ 
she was out of the car, kicking off her shoes and runnmg 
down to the surf, laughing ^e a kid ^ 

followed at a distance, watchmg her. She ^ ^ g 
along the water’s edge, letting the surf curl around her 

reachad her, .he looked up at hirn te 
eyM sparkling in the moonlight, "Oh. Les, I dont know 

when I’ve had so much funr 

She ran past him up to the car and svintehed o^e 
radio, turning the dial until she found dance music. Then 
she ran back to Les and caught his hand. Her hea wm 
tilted back. The sea breeze was blowmg tteough her 
hair. She began swaying to the heavy beat of-the music. 
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Come on, honey,” she cried, “let’s twistl” Like a pa- 
gM priestess in the moonlight, she began to dance. On 
the lonely beach, with the wind blowing her hair and 
molding her dress against the lush curves of her body 
and with her bare feet tromping the hard-packed sand 
she looked wild, utterly wanton, 

^s became caught up in her mood. He began to 
toUow her movements. 

She reached up and shook her hair loose, throwing 
back her head back, laughing. The wind tore the laugh 
from her mouth and scattered it among the ghosSy 
dune,. She ^sted wildly, her hip, griudiug and heav- 
mg, her body swaying from side to side, first toward 
S’t quivering thighs straining at the 

h^ was pounding, drowning out the sound of 
tte br^ere. He was in a trance, mesmerized by this 
beaub^l golden-haired woman. When she danced to¬ 
ward him, her torso straining just inches from his he 
caught her and kissed her roughly. Her mouth tasted 
salty from ie wind off the ocean. Her lips parted and 
gro^d against his. They stood on the beach, locked in 
each others arms, kissing hungrily. 

SybUrwch^ behind her and opened the zipper of her 
drras. I didnt have any trouble with it this time ” she 
said with a low laugh* ^ 

She ]^ed off the dress and, as he watched, stripped 
on the beach, throwing her clothes to the sand. She was 
a gorgeous sight then, the moonlight spilling its soft 
sdver light over her fair body, her hair loose and tan- 
gled by the wind. 

Soon she wm in his arms again. Her body felt slightly 
and sticky from the heavy salt moisture in thfair. 
i>ne was both cool and warm to his touch. They kissed 

uttered mcoherent cries, seeking each other with 
trembling caresses. 

Then Sybil sprawled on the hard-packed beach, 
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dose to the water's edge that foam soaked her hair. Les 
was upon her m an instant. She gave herself with wild 
abandon, writhing and heaving in the wet sand, clamp¬ 
ing her long, beautiful legs about him convulsively. 

When love had waned, they rested in each others 
arms, Sybil's tangled hair blew against his cheek. 

‘1 hope you made me pregnant tonight ” she sudden¬ 
ly whispered. 

Les looked at her with shocked surprise. 

She sat up, pushing her hair back from her face. T 
know Tm not making any sense. Forgive me, Les. Could 
I have a smoke, please?” 

He found his shirt in the dark, groped for a pocket 
and located his cigarettes. He turned his back to the 
wind, cupping his hand around the flame, lighting a 
cigarette for each of them. 

She lay back against a dune, smoking silently. The 
wind caught sparks from the cigarette, whipping them 
back into the dunes, 

been a wonderful nights She sighed happfly, 

Les nodded. He was not going to spoil it with his 
nagging conscience. It had been wrong, but they had 
done it, and that was that. He would not look beyond the 
moment 

Sybil finished her cigarette. ‘Wed better be getting 
back.” She jumped up and waded out into the surf, 
splashing water over herself, washing the sand from her 
hips and torso. She stood ghstening on the beach, shiv¬ 
ering, until the wind dried her, Les watched as she 
searched for her clothes in the darkness, 

"Find everything?” he asked. 

“Only my dress. My underthmgs blew up the beach, 
I guess. Some fisherman wall probably find them in the 
morning.” Her laugh tinkled, 

Les brushed as much sand from himself as he could 
and got dressed. 

They were back in tovm before eleven, Sybil drove 
101 



him to the dob so he could get his gslt. She stopped in 
the shadows, leaning over to give him a parting kiss, 
“Bye, lover" she whispered fondly. 

Les drove home slowly, wondering what he would 
say to Vicki, 

But her car was missing and the house was dark He 
went in, turning on lights. She had left no note. 

He sat in die kitchen with a bottle of bourbon and got 
drunk for the second time that night. 

At twelve-thirty her Volkswagen chugged into die ga¬ 
rage, He heard the car door slam and the tap-tap of her 
heels on the concrete. 

Then she was standing in the doorway, staring at 
him. Her face was flushed. She looked as if she had been 
drinking. “Well, still up, I see,” she commented, pushing 
a strand of dark hair back from her forehead, 

Les set down his glass, “Where have you been?” 

She shrugged. “Out.” 

She started toward the bedroom, but he jumped up 
and caught her arm. “I asked you something!” 

Her eyes glared at Imn, “And I answered,” she re¬ 
plied coldly. 

All right, so you went ouL Where did you go when 
you went out” 

She sighed. “Les, damn it, I m tired. I don’t feel like 
having a row. Let’s talk about it in the morning. Okay?" 

“We'll talk about it right now,” he snarled. 

Her face became pinched with fury. “Look, if you 
don’t like it you know what you can do about itl I told 
you it wouldnt work, that the sensible thin g for us was 
to separate or get a divorce,” 

“It might have worked if you could stay away from 
Gene Towler, or he could stay away from you. You were 
out with that bastard again, weren’t you?" 

Her eyes were bright and defiant “All right suppose I 
was?" Suddenly, she was hysterical with anger. “Yes, I 
was out with Gene, We went dancing. In fact, I had a 
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ball* I don t know when IVe had so much fun. A lot more 
than I ever had cleaning house and cooking meals for 
you, friend!” 

“Vicki 

But she plunged on recklessly. **You said we’d try to 
stay married. • * that you’d take me back on any terms 
,.. that you’d stop being a jealous husband and let me 
have my freedom *. * my fling. Okay, let’s see if you can 
live up to your end of the bargain!” 

Bright lights began to explode behind his eyes. “You’re 
pushing me too far. I didn’t mean,, 

“You know what else happened tonight?” She was 
shaking from head to foot, her eyes bright and wild, her 
lips pulled tight over her teeth. “After we danced we 
went up to Gene’s apartment and I went to bed with 
him. You want me to tell you all about it, Les?” She 
was screaming shrilly, pouring out her hostihty. Would 
you like a blow-by-blow description? You want to know 
every damn thing I do? Okay, do you want to know just 
how I made love with Gene tonight? He’s damn good, 
you know. He.. ” 

The pressure in his head exploded. He slapped her 
across the mouth so hard that she staggered against the 
kitchen range. He was breathing hoarsely through his 
teeth. He grabbed up the whiskey bottle and smashed 
the bottom against the table, splashing whiskey over him¬ 
self and the floor. He lifted the jagged end of the bottle 
and started toward her. 

Her face turned a sickly gray. Her eyes were wide with 
terror, frozen on the jagged glass. She began to scream, 
over and over. 

The screams penetrated the haze around him. Like 
a sleepwalker jerked back to consciousness, he blinked 
at the broken bottle in his clenched fist. A wave of sick 
horror washed through him. The bottle slid from his 
numb fingers to the floor. 

Vicki darted around him toward the bedroom, sobbing 
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hysterically. He looked after her, then staggered out of 
the kitchen door to the garage, shaking from head to 
foot. He leaned over the station-wagon fender and vom¬ 
ited. 

He ran an icy, trembling hand through his hair and 
rubbed his eyes unbelievingly. “Lord...oh, Lord..." 
he whispered. He fumbled at the door of the station 
wagon, got it open and fell behind the wheel. 

Drawing his sleeve across his brow, he wiped the 
cold sweat from his eyes. “Gotta get out of here,” he 
whispered. He started the car and backed out of the ga¬ 
rage. 

He drove aimlessly aroimd the neighborhood until his 
sickening reaction to the scene had subsided. Then, feel¬ 
ing weak and drained, he turned back toward his home. 

Vicki’s car was not in sight. He went into the house. 
He found the closet door open and most of her dresses 
pulled from the racks. Dresser drawers were emptied. 
Her suitcases had vanished. 

This time, with a crushing finality, he knew that she 
was gone and she was not coming back. 
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VICKI drove aimlessly for a while, too frightened to 
think coherently. After she got hold of herself, she 
stopped and telephoned Gene. As soon as she heard 
his voice, she felt calmer. He insisted that she come to 
his apartment, where she would be safe. She slept with 
him that night. The next day. Gene helped her find a 
small apartment of her own. He advanced the first 
month’s rent. 

Through SybO, a few days later, she found that she 
need no longer fear Les. He was resigned to their sep¬ 
aration, though he still was not ready to talk about a 
divorce. Yield was happy to settle for what she could 
get. She had her freedom, excepting only freedom to 
many. Now she could be with Gene as much as she 
liked. 

During the next two months, Vicki made the most of 
the situation. Gene was paying her rent, feeding her, so 
she had no pressing financial problems. She was free to 
dance and make love with him every night and to sleep 
most of the day. life had become exdting and full for 
her. When she remembered the dull routine of a house¬ 
wife, she wondered why she had not left Les long ago. 

There was no longer any doubt in her heart about 
Gene. She was desperately in love with him. She was his 
slave. He never f^ed to make her body respond, her 
heart race, when he touched her. 

After she had begun to date Gene openly, she made 
a whole new circle of friends. They were an exdting, 
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wild crowd, out for the same kind of thrills that she 
craved. Sally and Doug Turner were two of them. To¬ 
night they were giving a party. 

She heard Genes key turn now in the door and a 
current of anticipation raced through her. It was always 
so when he joined her in the evening. 

“rm in the bedroom ” she called to him* 

"‘About ready to go?^ 

"Almost,^ she replied. “Just putting on my face.” 

“I'll make us some drinks ” he said. 

She heard him moving about in the small kitchenette. 
Her fingers trembled impatiently as she applied her lip¬ 
stick. At last she had it right. 

She stood up, turning before her mirror, making a 
final check to see if her seams were straight. She was 
wearing a new dress for the party. Gene had bought it 
for her. 

Satisfied with her appearance, she hurried to the 
kitchen. Gene turned from the refrigerator. He looked 
her over, nodding his approval. 

“Like it?” Vicki asked, her heart beating fast, 

“As usual, you’re slightly terrific.” He kissed her and 
her body melted against him. 

“Hey,” he laughed softly, “we won't make the party 
if we keep this up.” 

“That’s fine with me ” she whispered thicHy, 

“YouVe just put the dress on,” he reminded her. 
“Let's not take it off—yet It will give us something to 
look forward to. Here’s your drink,” 

Vicki accepted it, had a swallow, then took care of 
the last-minute details. She turned out the light in the 
bedroom and bath, and checked to see that the back 
door was locked. 

“All set,” she said, returning to the living room. She 
gathered up her purse and evening wrap. 

During the early part of the evening, she and Gene 
stuck together. They drank and laughed and danced the 
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twist, and when Uieir eyes met, they burned with the 
promise of the intimacy they would share before mom-- 
ing. 

She drank more heavily now than she used to with 
Les. He had never liked to see her tight, so usually she 
had carefully limited herself. But Gene did not mind 
how much she drank. It made her more abandoned in 
bed afterward. 

Lately, she bad been having peculiar mental black¬ 
outs that traced to her constant drinking. She would 
awaken with a constant hangover, and when she at¬ 
tempted to piece together the events of the evening 
before, she would be unable to recall periods of an hour 
or more. They were like missing pieces of a puzzle. 

It was a frightening thing. She had made up her mind 
to space her drinks in order to avoid such lapses; but 
when a party was going full swing, it was easy to forget. 

Tonight she had kept up with Gene, who could con¬ 
sume a staggering amount of alcohol without showing 
it As they were dancing, her head began to swim and 
she was afraid she might be on the verge of one of those 
blackouts, 

‘‘Gene, I better lie down for a few minutes ” she mum¬ 
bled. *Tm a little dizzy.” She excused herself and went 
in search of Sally Turner- 

Sally had been circulating among her guests earlier 
in the evening, but now Vicki could not find her, Sally 
had been drinking a lot, too. Probably she had been 
forced to take a breathing spell. 

Vicld groped her way down the dark hall toward tha 
guest rooms. She could slip into one and rest a moment 
She opened a bedroom door and looked in. 

In the dim light, she saw a couple locked togeth^, 
writhing on the bed. The girl was Sally, Vicki had met 
the man. He was one of the husbands at the party. She 
could not remember his name. 

She stood frozen in the doorway, unable to tear her 
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eyes from them. Suddenly, Sally’s eyes opened and saw 
her. She sat up, covering her nakedness with a sheet. 
Her hair was rumpled and her lipstick smeared. “You 
get the hell out of here, Vicki, and close the door/’ she 
snarled. The man did not turn his head. 

Vicki moved back into the hall, pulling the door 
closed. Her heart was pounding. She had been genuine¬ 
ly shocked. Suddenly she wanted Gene, so urgently her 
body throbbed. 

But her head was still swimming and her feet would 
not behave. She felt her way do^m the hall, and, finding 
an empty bedroom, collapsed across the bed. 

She stared up at the ceiling, her vision oddly out of 
focus. But she saw those two figures on the bed in the 
other room. What were diey doing now? Her face 
burned. 

Dimly, she was aware of the door opening. Someone 
came into the room and looked down at her. It was Doug 
Turner, Sally’s husband. He was very drunk. 

“Oh, ifs you, Vicki,” he mumbled. "I was looking for 
Sally. You seen her anywhere?” 

“No,” Vicki whispered quickly. 

Doug swayed a bit. He ran his fingers through his 
thick brown hair. “She’s probably sneaked off with some 
guy,” he said sullenly, “Can’t let her out of my sight. 
Damn little nympho.” 

He was looking down at Vicki strangely. Suddenly he 
sat down on the edge of the bed. She felt a prickling 
of gooseflesh. Her heart was beating in a strange, hard 
manner. 

He put his hand on her wrist, dien slid it up her arm. 
Vicld felt the gooseflesh spread. She could not move. 
It was like being in a trance. 

His hand sallied farther along her arm and reached 
her bare shoulder, then it went down to her breasts. She 
began breathing harder, “No, Doug,” she whispered 
faintly. “No,, ” 
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But he did not move his hand. His eyes were bright, 
looking at her fixedly, ^ou sure are a beautiful wom¬ 
an, Vicki/* 

His fingers fumbled at the low necklme of her cock¬ 
tail dress. She felt his hand squeezing under the hard 
ridge of her strapless bra, stroking the soft flesh under¬ 
neath. He worked his entire hand under the bra, until it 
was cupped around her breast. Her hardened nipple 
throbbed against his palm. 

She was breathing swiftly through her parted lips. T^o, 
Doug, you mustn*t,^ she faltered. She tried to sit up, 
but her muscles had turned to water. 

He bent over her and his bps found hers. She Mt 
his hands all over her. She writhed on the bed, twisting 
her body from side to side, pleading with him to stop. 

Her head was spinning wildly. She was dimly aware 
of him lifting her body, searching for the zipper of her 
dress. Then she felt she was dropping down into a deep, 
dark well, and her mind blanked out 


Fifteen minutes, or an hour, might have passed. She 
did not know. When her mind could function again, 
she reaUzed she was alone. She realized also that she 
was shivering. She looked down at herself. Her clothes 
were hopelessly rumpled. Her body was damp with 
perspiration. 

She sat up, eyes wide, pressing her fingers to her 
throbbing temples. ""Oh, no,” she whispered, cold widi 
horrcMr. ‘‘No* no, no, no..Frantically she tried to re¬ 
member what had happened with Doug. But her brain 
refused to teU her. 

With trembling haste, she went into the bathroom and 
splashed cold water on her face. She combed her hair and 
repaired her lipstick. When she returned to the living 
room, she found the party almost over. Most of the 
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guests had left. Gene appeared and took her arm. “Feel¬ 
ing better, Vicki?” 

She avoided his eyes. Her face was burning. "Y-yes,” 
she stammered. “I’m all right now " 

Was there a peculiar expression in his eyes? She could 
not be sure. Her imagination, possibly. Or had he 
walked in on her and Doug in bed together the way 
she had walked in on Sally? Vicld did not know, and 
she could not ask. 

But he seemed no different when he took her back 
to the apartment. She reassured herself that she had 
nothing to fear. Just the same, she thought, I won’t let 
anything like that happen again! 

She put her arms around Gene’s neck and kissed him 
fervidly. They went into the bedroom and sat on the 
edge of the bed, kissing again. Gene slid his hand 
under her dress. She moaned, and lay back against the 
pillow. 

She closed her eyes. Again she saw Sally in bed with 
the other man, saw the pale gleam of their bodies. She 
felt Doug's hand, burning on her breast again. Desire 
whip^ through her like a seething volcano. “Take me, 
Gene, she gasped. “Now... oh, please, right now.. 
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POP WARNER took a healthy swig from his jar of wine. 
He licked at the drops of red liquid that trickled from 
the comer of his lips and cast a bleary eye around the 
darkroom. 

“Damn ’em* he muttered. “Damn ’em all.. 

He heard the front door of the shop open and consid¬ 
ered whether it might be a customer. But the thought 
did not appeal to him. He took another long pull at the 
wine. 

The sounds of somebody rummaging around up front 
came to him. “Ought to get up there,'’ he grunted. “They 
could steal the place blind ” 

He grunted, swore, and wheezed his way out of the 
chair. Having accomplished a standing position, he 
launched himself out die door of the darkroom and 
through the storeroom to the shop. He came to a halt, 
glaring about menacingly, preparing to deliver a scorch¬ 
ing lecture to any smart aleck with sticky fingers. 

Bob Parker was looking for something in the drawers 
behind the counter. Fop had not seen him in a week. 

“Hello, Pop. I just steppe by to pick up a few of my 
things.” 

Pop Warner moved closer and leaned against die 
counter. “Found anolher job yet?'’ 

Parker shook his head, “I’ll find something soon, 
though. Joyce—that’s my wife—she’s working. We’ll man¬ 
age okay. Something will turn up/’ 
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‘Tfeah, sure ” Pop rubbed his fingers across the stubble 
on his jaw. 

Parker glanced around the store. Tlow s the sale go¬ 
ing?” 

Pop shrugged. "“Were moving the stuff ri^t out. What 
else did you expect? He’s selling most of it below cost. 
They’re coming in here like a pack of buzzards ” 

Parker nodded sadly. He picked up a Leica from the 
show case and glanced at the price tag, TBoy, he s almost 
giving it awayl” 

“Well, he ain’t got no choice, I guess ” Pop muttered, 
“The bank’s on his neck, the landlord’s on his neck. 
Phoneys been turned off. He’s got to raise cash somehow.” 

Parker looked at some of the odier price tickets, his 
face sad. “Its hard to believe. Three months ago, Mr. 
Kennedy had a real fine business here ” 

“That’s what a danged woman will do to you, son,” 
Pop said acidly. “Danged bitches, all of ’em. They 11 
ruin a man if he’ll let ’em. Les Kennedy is the finest man 
I ever worked for. But that bitch of his just couldn’t be 
satisfied with a good thing. Now he’s gone to the dogs, 
drunk half the time, letting his business fall apart.” He 
spat. "If a customer makes an appointment, Les is liable 
to turn up drunk, or not at all. No wonder his trade is 
going to some other place ” 

"Is he doing any work in the studio at all?” 

“Well, the last time he was down here was a week 
ago. That was the day he told you he couldn’t afford to 
keep you on. He give me that ‘Going out of business’ ad 
to put in the paper, and took off. I ain’t seen him since, 
IVe heard he’s running around vrith some married chick. 
That kind of stuff ain’t helping his business none, either. 
After all, he pulled most of his trade from the blnebloods 
in town. They’ll shy away from anybody mixed up in a 
scandal.” 

Parker nodded soberly, “What are you planning to do, 
Pop?” 
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Pop Warner shrugged. THell, I guess after the stocVs 
all gone, Ill leave, too. Vm eligible to start drawing my 
social security. It don't cost much for an old man to live.*' 
“Well, I guess Td better move along. Fm supposed to 
see a guy about a job this morning.” Parker gave the 
store a parting glance. **1^5 too bad,” he said, shaking his 
head. “We had a real good thing going here. If he'd 
opened that branch store, in a few years he would have 
b^n grossing several hundred thousand bucks a year. 
And I'd be the general manager. But that's how it goes.” 
“Yep,” Pop grunted. “That's how it goes.” 

Pop retired to the darkroom where he unscrewed the 
lid from his jar of wine and sat muttering to himself. 


Les awoke with a throbbing headache and a bad 
case of the shakes. He groped for the bottle on the floor 
beside the bed. He spilled some of the whiskey but man¬ 
aged to down a sizable gulp, coughing and choking. By 
the time he had regained his breath and wiped the tears 
from his eyes, warmth was spreading through him, bring¬ 
ing relief to his screaming nerves. His hands steadied 
enough for him to take a cigarette from the crumpled 
pacJc on the bedside table. 

He glanced around at the furnished room. The bitter¬ 
ness of the past three months crowded in on him. 

He sighed, pushed himself out of bed and stumbled to 
the mirror. His reflection made him shudder. He had 
slept in his shirt and trousers, and they looked it. The 
shirt was wrinkled and gave off the sour smells of sweat, 
liquor, and stale cigarette smoke. 

He did not look much better than the shirt, he 
thought. He had lost twenty pounds and his clothes 
hung loose on his big frame. His face was haggard, Ms 
eyes red-rimmed, 

‘Tou re looking fine, my friend,” he muttered. “When’s 
the funeral?” 
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He went back to the bed, sat down and ran his fingers 
through his hair. As near as he could remember this most 
recent binge had lasted almost a week. He shuddered 
again. 

He sat there for a while, trying to collect his wits. He 
had another hair of the dog and a second cigarette. Life 
began to return to his numb limbs. He picked up the 
phone and dialed the number of SybU*s dance studio. 

He and Sybil had continued their afEair. Whenever she 
.. epuld slip out> she came to his room. 

IKS,! V Sjybil answered on the third ring. She recognized his 
jvoibje* at once and her tone became soft and intimate. 
“ *^How are you feeling this morning, Les?"’ 

*1 could teU you, but Vd hate to use such language to 
a lady/' 

“LesI” she cried, maternal and worried. “Honey, no 
kidding, you're going to have to take it easy. The way 
you were pouring it down last night scared me " 

“We had a good time, didn't we?” 

“Sure, we always have a good time. But this isn't a 
suicide pact, you know ” 

Les laughed. “Ill be okay ” 

“Not if you keep drinking your meals.” She hesitated. 
“Listen, I don't have any classes for a couple of hours. 
Want me to come over? I think you need taking care of.” 

“As I recall, you took pretty good care of me last 
night” 

“Les, that isn't what I me^. Now be serious.” 

“All right, all right,” he said. “Ill belmve.” 

“Do you want me to come over?” 

He took a drag on his cigarette. “Tell you what. I have 
to go over to the store to see how Pop is getting along 
with the sale. Do you think you cslu get out tonight in¬ 
stead?” 

She hesitated. “What’s tonight. Wednesday? Let's see 
—Ed has a lodge meeting on Wednesday nights. It’s the 
big night of the week for him.” 
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“Then you can slip out for a while?* 

“1 think so. 111 have to gel home by ten, though-1 can 
tell Ed I went to a movies 
“Why don’t I meet you at the club about seven-thirty. 
We can pretend we just bumped into each other, and 
have a few drinks, then come over here. 

Her voice came over the wire, low and teasing. “Les, 
are you making plans to seduce me?* 

“And what if I amF* 

She chuckled. “Yon^d better 1* 

“Okay, see you tonight then .. 

“Les—wait a minute. Before you hang up, I want you 
to promise me something.” 

“I already promised to seduce you. What more do 
you wantF’ 

“I want you to promise you’ll eat a good meal today, 
■you've been drunk ioc a week. That’s long enough for 
anybody. I can’t have any fun with you if you’re dead.” 
“All right. I promise.” 

He hung up and began to strip off his dirty clothes, 
throwing them in a comer. He noticed a pair of Sybil’s 
nylons hanging over the arm of a chair. ’The memory of 
her in his arms last night returned. 

He could stop grieving over Vicki only when he was 
drinking or making love with Sybil. So he had been do¬ 
ing a lot of both these past three months. 

He took a shower, soaping his body, turning on the 
cold needle spray until it stung him like a thousand tiny 
ants. Then he shaved, combed his hair, and dressed in a 
fresh pair of slacks and a sport shirt. After a large break¬ 
fast, he felt almost human for the first time in days. 

As he got out of his car in front of the store, he braced 
himself against the depression that always smothered 
him when he saw the remains of his enterprise, going 
OUT OF BUSINESS and SALE signs were pasted all over the 
show windows. Inside, he glanced around at the deplet- 
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ed stock. He found Pop Warner sitting in tbe darkroom, 
drinking wine. 

Pop shot him a baleful glance. “So you decided to put 
in an appearance. How are things down on skid row?" 

Les moved a chair closer and sat down. "Get oS my 
back, Pop. How’s the sale going?” 

Pop dug in his pockets, found several crumpled de¬ 
posit slips and handed them to Les. “You can add ’em 
up. It s all the cash I’ve taken in the past week." 

Les glanced over the figures, nodding slowly. "When 
we clear out the rest of the stocl^ at least I’ll be straight 
with the bank.” 

Pop took a pull from his Jar of wine. "You know, young 
feller, if I was anywhere’s near your age and size. I’d 
take me a good poke at you—right in the mouth.” 

Les sighed. “Pop...” 

“No, now you listen to me, damn it. You had a good 
business going here. Folks liked you. The truth is, you 
were a pretty good photographer.” Pop leaned forward, 
jabbing a bony finger at Les. “Pve lived quite a few more 
years than you have, you young punk, and that gives me 
the right to say this: there are lots of women in tliis here 
world, but life don’t give a man more than one or two 
chances to make a success out of his work. Usually he 
gets them chances when he’s young, and if he blows ’em, 
he might as well turn in his jock strap,” Pop raised his 
jar and had another healthy swig. 

Les pushed his fingers through his hair. “Pop. you 
don’t...” ' 

“Now you jest sit there and shut up,” Pop roared, "till 
I have my sayl You can’t fire me because I’ve done quit 
anyway. I’m just hanging around until you finish selline 
off your stock.” 

The old man leaned back and cleared his throat. “So 
your wife’s nm off with another feller. Sure it’s rough. 
Ain’t nothing much rougher a guy has to take. But why 
make things downright heU by throwing your business 
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away, too? Go out and make a pile of money, and youH 
be fighting women oflF with a stick. They’re all the same 
anyway, once you get their britches off. Hell, it’s time you 
straightened yourself ort,” he^ Went on. “It ain’t too late. 
Folks forget things. And thej^ come back after a while, 
if you start keeping your nose, dean. Ease up on your 
drinking and stop running aitound with that married 
broad.” He snorted, “That's all' I got to say.” 

Les stood up. “Well, thanks for the advice anway, Pop. 
Now I’ve got to get over to the bank.” 

“Hell, I can see I might as well have saved my breath.” 

When Les walked into the bar at the club, Sybil was 
already waiting, having a drink in a secluded comer. He 
paused, struck by her beauty. She had her hair up to¬ 
night and was wearing a wMte dress that caressed her 
curves lovingly. She caught sight of Les walking toward 
her. Her eyes widened and the violet in them deepened. 

“Hello, sweetheart,” she said in a husky voice, unable 
to puU her eyes from his face. “Gee, you look nice to¬ 
night. Sober for a change, too, I see.” 

Les gave her a crooked smile. “Is it that noticeable? 
Maybe I’d better do something about it." He signaled a 
waiter. “To tell the truth, I had a sobering experience 
today.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah. The old man who runs my darkroom gave me 
a lecture.” 

“What did he say?” 

"Well, it boils down to laying o£E the jug and getting 
back to work.” 

Her eyes studied his face. “He's ri^t, honey. Tve been 
terribly worried about you, Les. Nobody likes fun more 
than I do, but you’ve been making a kamikaze mission 
out of it.” She bit her lip with the edge of her even, 
white teeth. “I’ve wanted to talk to you about it, but I 
know you don’t like me to nag.” 

“That’s ri^t,” Les said. “I don’t like you to nag. Now 
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let's forget about Pop Warner and tbe photography bus¬ 
iness and the state of my health. Let's have some fun. 
This whole subject's getting to be a drag.'’ 

But Pop's lecture had toudied him more deeply than 
he knew. He drank with Sybil and they danced and he 
made the usual light, shallow jokes, but he found himself 
thinking soberly for the first time in weeks about the 
downhill road he had been taking. 

At eight-thirty they decided to leave the club and gq 
to Les's room, because Sybil had to get home early. She 
left the club first, going out to her car. Les lingered on, 
finishing his drink slowly. He did not want to make it 
obvious that they were leaving together. 

As he was nearing tbe door, Oscar Moody, the mana¬ 
ger, came out of his office and called to hiiu. “Les, Td 
like to talk to you for a minute." 

“Im in a hurry, Oscar, Can it wait?" 

The fat, bald club manager did not look happy. “No, 
it can't wait," he said petulantly. Its important” 

Les followed him into his small, cluttered office. 
Moody sat behind his desk, pouting at a stack of papers 
before him. “Les, diis is embarassing as hell, but Fm go¬ 
ing to have to ask you to resign your membership ” 

Les felt as if someone had just slapped his face. Not 
that he cared so much about the club itself. What stung 
was the humiliation of being asked to resign. 

“Now just a minute, Oscar," he said angrily. “I might 
be a little behind on my bar biU, but—” 

Moody waved a fat hand impatiently. “Hell, that isn't 
it, Les. I know you’re good for it. Its just that, well,. ” 
He took out a handkerchief and patted his damp Jowls. 

“Ijook, you got to understand the spot Fm in. I just 
work here. The members of this club are the real bosses. 
They tell me what to do," 

“They told you to kick me out?" 

The fat manager squirmed in his chair. “Les, I wish 
you wouldn't make this any tougher. Look, it’s notiiing 
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personal, you know that. Personally, I like you fine. I 
think you got a real lousy break, the way you and Vicki 
split up, and—" 

‘‘Get to the point ” Les said, his voice cold with fury* 
“Some of those bastards got together and told you to 
bounce me out And I want to know why. You pestered 
me silly to join this upholstered sewer. Now ail of a sud¬ 
den Tm a walking contagious disease. I want to know 
the reason ” 

Moody squirmed in his chair. “All right, if you must 
know, There^s been quite a bit of talk about you and a 
club member^s wife." He avoided Les's gaze and patted 
his damp forehead with his handkerchief. 

L»es was too stunned to reply. He knew there might 
be some gossip about him and Sybil. But he had not 
dreamed it could have such consequences. 

“All right ” he said quietly. “You won't see me here 
any more." He opened his wallet and took out his mem¬ 
bership card. He threw it on Moody's desk and walked 
out. 

If it had been some other membe/s wife, he thought, 
Moody and the sensitive club board would not have 
been so concerned. But Ed Rogers had donated the 
money to build the club swimming pool. 
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FOR three months she had ridden the meny-go-roimd 
with Gene Towler, expecting it never to stop. Then his 
ardor inexplicably had begun to cooL He had no longer 
wanted her every night and had often been ^^called out 
of town” on business trips. And now matters had reached 
this awful point. 

I m through with you, Vicld, You might as well know 
it now ” 

AH the blood drained from Vicki's face. His words 
were sending her world crashing dovra around her. Her 
legs were suddenly unable to support her. She sank into 
a chair. In the frozen silence, she beard the soft whir 
of the refrigerator in the kitchenette, the drip of a fau¬ 
cet, the sound of traffic in the street 

Gene calmly smoked a cigarette, no more perturbed 
than if he had just mentioned a change in the weather. 
How could he be so calm about it? 

Her hands were like ice. *^Are~are you making some 
kind of joke?” she stammered, 

"I wouldn't joke about something like this, Vicki ” he 
said with annoyance. “The past three months have been 
a lot of fun. I think weVe both enjoyed it. Now I want 
to can it quits.” 

She laughed raggedly, an edge of hysteria in her voice. 
“Just like that.” 

He shrugged, “It's best to end these things the way 
they begin—quickly.” 

Vicki’s cold hands moved to the arms of her chair, 
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She had Ae sensation oS drowtiiog. “I thoi^t it was 
different with us. You-fW told pie it ys different. You 
said it had never been so wonderful for you before— 
He sighed impatiently. “In the heat of passion a man 

is apt to say anything.” , . ^ 

Vicki blinked back tears. The pain in her breast was 
an actual physical hurt, so terrible it cut off h^ 

She clasped her arms tightly across her chest, huddlmg 
against the pain. Through a blur of hot tears she tried 
to search Gene’s face, to understand what her mind could 
not accept. 

"Is there someone else you re interested mr 
He hesitated. “If you must know, yes.” 

Jealousy stung her like a whip. Is—is she pretty r 
“I suppose so. Yes.” 

The tears spUled from her eyes. “But I left Les just to 
be with you,” she stammered. ‘1 gave up everything. 

“I didn’t ask you to leave him.” His tone was cold. 
“Don’t distort the facts to make a martyr of yourself. 
You were bored with being a housewife. You wanted to 
live it up. Okay, we had a good fling. We both have 
nice memories. But now I’m tired of you, Vida, Let s 
be civilized about it and part friends. ^ 

Through stiff lips, she began to whimper softly. “How 
can a human being be so cold-blooded. 1 love you. Gene. 
I’d do anything for you...” 

He ground out his cigarette, annoyed. "Vidd, please 
don’t turn this into a cheap melodrama.” 

The tears streamed down her face. Her head was 
bowed. “You could at least be kind about it,” she choked. 
“You don’t have to be so cruel.” Could she have ever 
loved this man? 

'There was a short silence, broken only by her choked 
sobs. “Believe me, I am doing this in the kindest way, 
Vicki,” he said, more gently. “You have to understand 
that it’s as normal to faU out of love as in love. When it 
happens, one has to be honest about it. If I pretended 
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to feel something that isn't there any more, I'd be dis- 
honest—and a coward, too.^ 

She raised her streaming eyes to him, eyes now bright 
with a flash of hate. ‘Ton must be sickl” she gasped. '‘I 
thought I knew you, but I don't at all. My feelings don't 
mean a damn thing to you! You take a woman—and—and 
use her, and when she's given you everything, you throw 
her aside. I think deep down you hate the women you 
seduce." 

Anger burned in his face. ‘'I don't have to listen to 
this crapr He stood up. “You empty-headed wives are 
all alike. Youre all hypocrites. You’re bored at home, 
so you go looking for adventure. You don't think twice 
about what you're doing to your husbands. But when 
the same thing happens to you, you can't take itl" He 
strode toward the door. 

Vicld jumped up and ran to him. Her quick hate, her 
resentment, seemed to have disappeared. “Gene, wait,” 
she cried frantically. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say 
aU those awful things. Please don't leave yet I—I'll make 
some coflFee.. ” 

Its late. I have a lot to do at my office," 

“Nor she clutched at him with trembling hands, 
“Gene, I'll be good, I promise," she sobbed. “I won't 
make a nuisance of myself. I won't even be jealous if 
you want to try another gir! for a while. Just don't walk 
out on me. You're all I live for now." 

Roughly he pushed her aside and strode out, slam¬ 
ming the door behind him. 

She collapsed on the floor, sobbing, screaming hyster¬ 
ically for him to come back. 

She lay there on the floor, crying, for a long time. A 
feeling of panic began to close in on her. She got up, 
shivering with loneliness in the silent apartment. The 
empty rooms mocked her with tiieir silence. She went to 
the kitchen, found a bottle of whiskey and poured some 
into a glass. 
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The evening shadows gathered in the apartment and 
darkness feU. She sat alone, drinking, to dull the aching 
heartbreak and the terrible loneliness. The darkn«s 
became a shroud. She went around turning on every light 
in the apartment and switched on her portable televi¬ 
sion set. She tried to watch a program, but it was useless. 
She would have to get out of the apartment or go 

'^She phoned several of the new friends she had made. 
They all had plans for the evening. 

In desperation, she decided to get dressed anyway. 
She had to go where there were lights and people. 
The Orchid Lounge would do. It was the dim, out-of- 
the-way bar where she and Gene had often gone to 
dance after club parties. At least there would be some 
action there, music to listen to, people to watch, and 
the management had no objection to a woman coming 

in alone* ^ , 

The band would not start playing until mne, so sne 
took her time dressing. She lingered in her perfumed bui> 
ble bath, soaping her long legs and her shouldem and 
a mis Then she rinsed off the soap and rubbed herselt 
dry with a towel and sat naked before her dressing mir¬ 
ror, putting on her make-up. She kept a cigarette ^ol- 
dering in a tray near her left band and a fresh drink 
near her right amid the clutter of perfume bottles, jars 
of face cream and powder. , , , 

She hummed a little tune, pretending she had an im¬ 
portant date tonight. Gene would be over soon... she 
covered her face with her hands, and tlie hot tears 

spilled between her fingers. v . 

She must not let herself think about Gene. Maybe to¬ 
morrow, or nejtt week, or next year. 

She picked up her drink. “Here's to not thi^g ^y 
more,” she said aloud to her image in &e mirror. Her 
voice sounded small and hollow in the silent apartment. 
She swallowed half the drink and went to work on 
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her face again. But her hands trembled, and she smeared 
her lipstick and spilled powder on her breasts and lap. 
When she was finally satisfied, she brushed her hair 
until it was a beautiful glossy black. She finished the 
drink. It had a warm, numbing effect. 

Still naked, she stepped into a pair of high-heeled 
evening slippers and turned to inspect herself before the 
mirror. It was a ritual she followed every day, watching 
for any hint of a bulge or spot of flabby flesh. Her long, 
sleek legs, firm hips, and slender waist were reassuring. 
She cupped her full breasts with her hands, lifting them. 
There was a bit of a sag to her breasts, the only change 
she could detect in her figure since her teens. But it was 
not unattractive. Gene had told her once that it made a 
woman more mature and sexy,,, 

Genel But she must not think about him. 

Lets see, she said aloud, forcing herself to sound 
gay, ^which dress shall I wear tonightr 
The red “shimmy” dress with all the tassels! She had 
not worn it Since that first night she had met Gene, 
She slipped it over her head, not bothering to put on 
underwear first 

The fabric had a seductive feeling against her bare 
skin. She turned before the mirror, giving a wiggle, mak- 
ing 4e tassels dance. She giggled, “How sexy can you 
getr 

The di^ were putting her in a bold, daring mood. 
She decided recklessly to go just as she was, naked un¬ 
der the dress. 

The band was already playing when she walked into 
the sm^ club. It was Eddie Reeves and his combo, a 
^oup that played often at the country dub. But there 
they did not mix baUads or Latin rhythms with twist 
muHc. They stuck to a continuous program of twist with 
its heavy beat and simple chord progressions. 

A wdtress gave Vicki a curious stare and escorted her 
to a table. Vicki ordered a double scotch. With the mu- 
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sic loud in her ears and people ^1 around she felt h« 
spirits rising. She wondered if Gene mi^t come here 
later with his new girl friend, but pushed ^ 

from her mind. The music was exciting and people were 
beginning to dance. She made up her mind to ® 
goS^time. When her scotch came she dr^ 

Llcoming the glow it brought To heU with Gene 

^Tman leaned over her, asking her to She gave 

him a long look, realizing with a curious f^g that to 
was the first time she had ever put herself m a position 

to be pick^ up* - 

He ^ nice-looking, she thought, even if he was 

dressed in a loud sport shirt^d slacks. 

She nodded and stood up. They began twisting beside 
the other couples. By now &e smaU danc« floor w 
crowded. The women, many of them young gnls, all wore 
the same vacant, blank expression, perspiring as eir 
hips and legs swung to the pounding beat of the mmw. 

The tassels shimmered on Vicki’s dress as her bo y 
wriggled. The material rubbed sensuously against her 
bare breasts, making the nipples harden, arousmg her to 
add a sexual emphasis to the movemrats. , . j 

She danced several numbers with the man who had 
picked her up. She could not remember his name. At the 
table he tried to talk to her, but when he saw that he 
was making no headway, he drifted off to dance with 

someone else. , 

The band was taking a fifteen-minute break. A m ^ 
voice behind her said, “Good evening, Mrs. Kennedy. 

She glanced up and saw with surprise that it wm 
the bandleader, Eddie Reeves. He was wearing a red 
plaid jacket, the uniform of his band. 

“I don’t guess you know me.” He made it sound hke an 
apology. “I used to dig you at the country club dmces 
we played on Saturday nights. I’ve seen you here, too. 
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“Of course, Eddie," she replied, smiling. “Sure, I know 

enjoyed your music lots of times." 
^anks. Mind if I sit down?" 

“Not at all." 

He pulled mt a chair beside her. Vicld studied his 
face. He was in his early twenties, she estimated, and he 

wore to hair in a flattop, which certainly made him look 
no older* 

TIow did you know my name?" she asked curiously. 
He offered her a cigarette, lit one for himself. “I try 
to get the names of all my regular customers. It’s good 
busmess. Anyway, it would have been hard not to notice 
you, the way you dance.” 

“So that's what you musicians do up there, watch the 
PTOple who d^ce by. You know. I’ve often wondered 
what you think about.” 

He flashed a “So now you dig our secret. Can 
I buy you a drink?” 

Vicld foimd him attractive, amusing, and different. 
She enjoyed chattmg with him. After some small talk, 

noticed you came in alone tonight.” 

Vicki blushed. “Yes.” ° 

1°°^’ Plans-I mean, if 

somebody later, how about makLg 
fte doi^ on the border with some of the calf 
om fte band after we wind up the gig tonight We 
figi^ed to cut loose and have a little blast on our'own 
at some joint down Mexico way." 

Vicki hesitated. 

“You'lo^t ^®*' steadily, 

^ou won t be the only girl. The other fellows will have 

iJinr that lonely, silent apartment wait- 

solnd like^ W “^®“’ does 

I ^ V®' ^®i'® a ^■eal swinging naitv 

promise. You'll dig my cats and they’ll dig you. f L2’ 
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16 

CONSIDERABLE time had passed. Vicki was not sore 
of exactly how much time. Weeks? Months? When she 
left the doctor’s office, she needed a drink badly. There 
was a bar just across the street. She went in and ordered 
a double scotch. By the time she had swallowed it, her 
hands were not trembling quite so much. 

She lit a cigarette and glanced around at the people 
in the bar, surprised that there were so many early 
drinkers. 

She left the bar and stood on the sidewalk, trying to 
decide what to do. A taxi was passing and she signaled 
for it to stop. When the driver asked her where she 
wanted to go, she stared at him blankly. She had to stop 
and consider. She sometimes forgot that she was in Los 
Angeles now. It was confusing. 

She gave the driver her address, and she sat back. 
Glancing down at her hands in her lap, she realized tliey 
were tightly clenched and terribly cold. 

Presently she became aware that the driver was speak¬ 
ing to her. She looked up and found she was home. 

She opened her purse and thrust a bill at him. Her 
hand was still trembling badly. She got out of the cab 
and glanced around at the ratty neighborhood, with its 
small, dark bars and blind vnndows. 

Walking up a flight of stairs, she entered the apart¬ 
ment she shared with Earl Harris. 

Just as she had to stop and concentrate to recall her 
present address, she had to think for a moment before 
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But he threw the car into gear and drove away. She 
stood barefoot on the glistening road, watching the twin 
taillights vanish in the sheets of rain. She could hear 
only the wind, feel only the driving cold gusts of rain. 

Sobbing, numb with cold, sick vnth humiliation, she 
began trudging toward town on the shoulder of the road. 
Through the darkness she began to see lights. She 
walked, slipping and stumbling, for a quarter of a mile 
before she came to the first house. 

By this time she was too cold and mis^able to be 
concerned about modesty. She went up on the porch and 
knocked on the door. She stood there, hugging herself 
and shivering. The door opened. Yellow light spilled out 
A man stood framed in the doorway, his pipe in one 
hand, a newspaper in the other. His mouth fell open 
and the newspaper slid from his fingers. 
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.., Tm going to die right now. Her heart pounded wild¬ 
ly. “Ed, don’t," she whimpered. “Don’t.. 

He waved the gun at her. “Get out." His voice was 
high-pitched and breaking. 

On legs that would barely support her, she stumbled 
out of the car. He came around to where she was 
crouched. She had left the house in just her tweed skirt 
and blouse. The wind and rain drove the cold into her 

bones. j v 

Ed stood before her, his thin hair plastered to his 
scalp by the rain. Drops trickled down his face and 
dripped into his collar. His eyes glared at her wildly in 
the night. 

“All right. Take your clodies off," he ordered. “Every 
stitch.” 

She started crying. “Ed, please ■ • " ^ 

He raised the gun menacingly. “What’s the matter? 
You take them off for your boy friend. Why won’t you 
take them off for your own husband?” His finger tight¬ 
ened on the trigger, “I wouldn’t mind killing you at aU/’ 
he growled. “It would give me a lot of pleasure. You’d 
better do as I say, Sybil.” 

“All right." Her teeth chattered as she fumbled vrith 
her buttons. She got off her blouse and skirt. She stripped 
to shivering nakedness in the cold rain. Her hair was 
glued to her cheeks and shoulders in wet, yellow strands. 
The rain drops shimmered on her pale body. Small 
rivulets of water ran down her back, down the valley 
of her bosom, down her legs. She was shivering and 
blue with cold. 

Ed picked up her sodden garments and threw them in 
the car. “All right, you cheap little slut. Now you can 
go back to town and show everybody what a whore 
you arel" 

He got in the car and slammed the door. 

“Ed!” she screamed. “Ed, nol" She pounded at the 
side of the door with her fists. 
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the wrongest thing a woman can do. That’s what I get 
for marrying a cheap little hustler, a nobody from the 
wrong side of the tracks." 

Her head jerked up. Two bright spots of red burned 
on her cheeks, “listen, Tm not one of your fanny- 
kissing employees," she cried. “You can't intimidate mel 
You knew what you were getting when you married me, 
I never told you I loved you. You wanted me, and you 
bought and paid for me. It was rotten of both of us, if 
you want to know. A marriage that gets started like 
that is bound to go on the rocks .. 

She sensed the terrible rage in him, growing out of his 
wounded vanity. “So I can’t intimidate you?” he snarled. 
“Well, maybe that’s the whole trouble. Maybe I don’t 
intimidate you enoughl” he snarled. 

His manicured hand came down and smashed her 
across the face with unexpected strength. The blow 
threw her back across the bed. She screamed. Ed moved 
quickly, seizing her, pummeling her with his fists. She 
rolled out from beneath his blows, but as she leaped 
off the bed, she tripped and sprawled to the floor. He 
was on her again, kicking her. 

She clutched at her stomach, rolling over and over 
on the floor. Then he caught her arm and dragged her 
to her feet. He had the power of a demon. 

He pulled her, kicking and struggling, out to his car. 
He t^ew her in and got behind the wheel. As he was 
baddng out of the driveway, she tried to yank the door 
open, but he dragged her back, pushing her to the floor. 
She cowered there, whimpering, while he drove like a 
maniac. 

He did not stop until they were on the outskirts of 
town, then he puffed off on a lonely road and jammed 
on the brakes. 

He opened the glove compartment and took out a 
police-type revolver. Sybil’s blood turned to ice water. 
She became nauseated with fear, tm going to be killed 
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said. “I just wondered i£ you had a good time with him 
this evening." 

Her vocal chords were paralyzed, her stomach knotted 
in a painful cramp. 

Ed put down his drink, his gaze never wavering from 
her. “What’s the matter, Sybil? You look a little pale.” 

Sybil tried to answer, but her mouth felt stuffed with 
cotton. Then she gathered up her courage and whis¬ 
pered, “So, you’ve found out." 

For the first time his face showed anger. 

“Yes, I found out about you and Les. The husband 
is always the last one to know, they say. People have 
been laughing behind my bacli for months. A friend 
finally dropped a hint, so I hired a good private de¬ 
tective. He just phoned a few minutes ago. He was right 
on your tail tonight. I have witnesses to your little ren¬ 
dezvous with L«s in the park and to just what you two 
did . p. how he—” 

Sybil grew hot with embarrassment. “No, Ed!" 

“You and Les began to play it cagey after he got 
kicked out of the country club. But a good private de¬ 
tective can always catch a cheating wife.” 

“All right, so you know,” Sybil said, looking up. 
“Pm sorry you had to find out this way. It’s not just a 
cheap fling, if that’s what you’re thinking. I was plan¬ 
ning to tell you myself, and ask for a divorce... ’ 
“But you’ve been putting it off, haven’t you? You had 
to give , Les, money to get him back in business. So you 
figured you'd Iskjer hang on to your sugar daddy for a 

while "Ji'V'VI',',,'; 

She jhluAedi guiltily. 

“So now j^thatJyou put Les back in business, things 
are rolling mong fine, and you don’t need me any more. 
You’ve decided to do the 'decent thing and ask me for 
a divorce.” 

Tou make it sound so wrong,” she whispered. 

“It is wrong!” His voice was shaking with fury. “It’s 
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After what Vida did to me, I’d be insane to go on carry¬ 
ing a torch for her." 

“Love makes a lunatic out of everybody,” she replied. 
“You can't always figure these things, Les. They don’t 
always make sense. If you love somebody, you just do, 
that’s all." She started the engine. “Look, honey, I’ve 
got to get home. Do you want me to drop you at your 
room or your studio?” 

“The studio,” Les said. ‘I’ve got some stuff I ought to 
work on tonight.” 


Sybil drove slowly home, thinking. She found Ed al¬ 
ready Aere. He was making a drink in the kitchen. 

“Ed,” she called, “I’m back. Be with you in a minute." 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, taking off her 
shoes, when she looked up and saw him standing in the 
doorway. He had a drink in his hand and there was a 
strange, bright expression in his eyes. 

She frowned. “Ed, what’s bugging you? You look a bit 
kooky. Are you stewed?” 

He moved into the room, continuing to stare at her. 
“Did you have fun?” he asked. 

Sudden, cold fingers crept around her heart. “Wh— 
what do you mean?” she stammered. 

“You know what I mean.” 

“Ed, what’s eating you, anyway?” 

He laughed softly. 

“Listen, you’re plastered," she said. 

“You think so?” 

“Ed Rogers, what in the world-” 

“You didn’t answer my question. I asked if you had 
run” 

“What do you mean, did I have fun?” She tried to 
keep her voice from betraying her inner fright. 

“Why, you and your boy friend, Les Kennedy,” he 
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house and Mds and a bunch of monthly installment pay- 
ments.” 

Les smoked in silence for a few moments. “I guess 
you’re kiddinghe said, “but you know, I can thmk of 

worse fates*'* ^ . j 

“I’m not kidding, Les, not really, she whispered. 

“This whole deal started out for kicks. But now its got¬ 
ten to mean something. I’ve pictured myself havmg a 
child of yours, maybe several. I kind of go for that fire- 
side and patter-of-Htde-feet bit. That is, if you would 

^ “Well,” Les said, “there’s one small complication. 

“You mean, Ed, of course. Actually, Les, there are 
other complications, and more difficult than Ed. Im go¬ 
ing to ask Ed for a divorce soon. This has nothmg to 
do with you and me,” she added quickly. “I’ve kno^ 
for a long time that we’d never make a go o it. o, 
she said, “Ed isn’t the real complication. There are other 
things. For one, you’re just getting started apm. Youre 
not yet ready to worry about a wife and kids, and 
you won’t be until you’re back on your feet. For an¬ 
other thing,” she drew in her breath and held it for a 
moment, “you’re still married to Vicki, and I think stiti 
in love with her. I wouldn’t want you on the rebound, 
Les, or because you were lonely or needed somebody 
to sleep with. When I marry again, it will have to be 
for real, with both of us feeling right about it aU the 

^ L^s had no answer. “It’s funny,^but I haven’t thought 
much about Vicki for some time* 

‘That’s because you ve thrown yourself into your work, 
and because you haven’t been seeing her around. If she 
walked into your studio tonight, you might feel differ- 
entity 

“I.., well, maybe you’re right,** he admitted* He fin- 
ished his cigarette and ground it out in the ashtray. 
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^ets take it. I only have time for a short ride. Ed will 
be home tonight.” 

They rode in silence, each busy with private thoughts. 
Sybil drove to a park not far away and stopped in a 
secluded, lonely spot imder trees. 

Les opened his anns and she came to him instantly. 
Her mouth was sweet and eager. 

You know, he said, I really might have wound up 
on sldd row, just as Pop predicted, if it hadn’t been for 
you. 

“Aw,” she said. "You did it yourself, Les. You eased 
up on yo^ drinking and started hitting the baU again.” 

Who lent me the money to get going?” 

She smuggled against his shoulder. “You'U pay it back 
some day,” she said. “Or I'll take it out in trade." She 
giggled. 

Les grinned. “I like it better the second way.” 

They were silent for a while, cozy and contented in 
ttm stolen moment together, shut away in the privacy 

of the car, with the cold, dreary weather locked out¬ 
side. 


The wind rusUed the branches of the barren trees 
Les puUed her closer and his lips found hers. This time 
It a longer kiss. Sybil opened his coat and slid her 
ands aro^d his waist, hugging him. She was wearing 
a tweed skirt. It tugged above her knees as she twisted 
around to move closer to him 


Ifc hands moved down her back, over her hips. For 
a while the only sound in the car was their heavy breath- 
mg, broken occasionally by a little moan from Sybil. 

They rested then, their arms about one another hav¬ 
ing a cigarette. 

TIow is it going to end for us, Sybil?” Les asked. 
We cant keep on like this.” 


She le^ed against his shoulder, looking out at the 
ar , cold night. A smile of contentment played about 
her lips. “Oh, we’ll probably end up married, with a 
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at the outside world. *^iserable weather, he muttered. 
He glanced up and down the narrow, littered street and 
at the ragged children racing down die sidewalk, and 
the merchants closing their small shops for the day. He 
shook his head. “Crappy damned neighborhood.” He 
grumbled his way out into the twilight, slamming the 

door behind him. ? n c 

Les gniined, unimpressed by the old mans flow or 
verbal bile. He knew that Pop was secretly happy be¬ 
cause Les had been able to pull himself together and 
make a determined comeback bid. He felt pretty good 
about it himself. 

He tended to some bookkeeping chores. It was dark 
outside when he heard a quick tap at the front door. 
He knew it would be Sybil. She had promised to drive 
over after she had closed her studio. 

He unlocked the door. Sybil came in with a gust of 
cold air. Her blond hair was windblown and her cheeks 
were rosy from the chill. 

“Hil” She grinned up at him, then stood on tiptoe 
to kiss f'im and nuzzle her cold nose against his cheek. 
“All through?” 

"Just about,” Les replied. 

“How’d it go today?" 

“Three baby portraits and one guy who wanted some 
wallet-sized prints to send to a lonely-hearts club. 
“Well,” she said happily, "you can’t win ’em all." 
“I’m not complaining. This has been the best week I ve 
had since I went back to work. I have to build up a 
whole new trade, and that takes time.” 

Sybil nodded, violet eyes intent on his face. “I drink 
you’re doing fine, Les. I’m proud of you." 

“Listen, before this gets sickening, what say we de¬ 
part?” 

Sybil agreed. She hugged bis arm and they left the 
studio together. “My car is across the street," she said. 
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the time, even after sleeping aU day* Only after she had 
some drinks in the evening and perhaps puffed on one of 
Eddie^s reefers did her tired body begin to wake up* 
Right now she wanted only the oblivion of sleep* So 
what the hell, a voice inside her said* What the hell, 
Eddie looked relieved; he had finally won the argu¬ 
ment* “Give hirti his money's worth,” he whispered. He 
went into the other room. She heard the mmble of the 
men's voices* She lay back and closed her eyes* She was 
so tired. If she could only go to sleep, she thought* 
Then she heard the footsteps. She opened her eyes* 
The man was standing over the bed, looking down at 
her. She could not see his face in the darkness* He sat 
on the edge of the bed, fumbling with his clothes. He 
reached out and put his hand on her breast* His palm 
was hot and damp. She closed her eyes and let him do 
what he wanted. Eddie's last words echoed in her ears; 
Give him his money^s tDorfh. The man drew back the 
sheet and stared down at her. * * 


Winter had come to the city* Leaves on the trees were 
turning brown. There was a damp chill to the wind. 
Children were in school again and merchants were pre¬ 
paring for the big midwinter holiday season ahead* 

Les Kennedy was closing his photography studio for 
the day. He had lost his former location but he had 
managed to salvage his own cameras and darlaoom 
equipment, as well as some lights, from the wreckage. 
Now he was starting again in a more modest part of 
town. 

Pop Warner, despite his grumbling and insults, was 
still working for him. The old man came out of the dark¬ 
room, pulling over his shoulders a frayed, stained coat* 
plow did the last batch of prints turn out, Pop?” 
Crappy, Pop snorted. You used too damned much 
fill-in light again*” He opened the front door, scowling 
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was tile difference between having his lip split and not 
having it split. 

As Eddie explained the situation. Vickie sat up. By 
the glow of a neon sign outside the room, she watched 
his face turn from blood-red to pale green then back to 
blood-red. The Hgbt was giving an odd chameleon ef¬ 
fect to his features. 

“No, I won’t do itt Eddie, I don’t see how you can even 
ask me to do anything like that.” 

“What’s so tough about it? like, the guy spends may¬ 
be fifteen minutes with you. You make him happy. It 
don’t have to mean anything to you. Listen, you've been 
around, Vicki. You’re no kid. You know the scene.. 

“I don’t care. I guess I’ve done some scummy things 
lately, but I’ve never done anything like that-and I 
don’t intend to start.” 

Eddie’s green face was sweating. Eddie’s red face 
was sweating. Green... red... green... red... blink.. • 
blink... blink... 

“Did you ever figure maybe you owe me something?” 
he argued. "Where would you have gone after Towler 
ditched you, if I hadn’t taken you in?” 

Vidd look^ around at the cheap, furnished room. “Big 
deal,” she sighed. She tried to clear her head. 

“Okay, so it ain’t a palace. It beats sleeping cm a 
park bench, right?" 

“I guess so," she said wearily. 

"What do you mean, you guess so? Tell me the trutin 
What would you have done if we hadn’t shacked up to¬ 
gether?” 

“I don't know," she admitted. 

“Not only have I been paying the rent, but I’ve been 
shelling out the bread for cigarettes, food, gin,” Eddie 
went on sullenly. “And the way you lap that stuff up, 
it runs into money." 

Vicki was too tired and emotionally washed out to 
argue with him. Lately she seemed listless and tired all 
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her. His body was smooth and young, and he was quite 
good in bed. 

Vicki was sure she did not love him. She doubted if 
she even liked him, particularly. He was spoiled, un¬ 
stable, immature. But for the moment he was somebody 
to belong to—and somebody to take care of her bills. 

But Eddie could not keep out of financial hot water. 
All the money he made went into his car and his collec¬ 
tion of sport coats, or betting on horses. He never made 
enough to satisfy all those demands at once. 

One evening, on his night off, Eddie left her alone 
in the aparhnent. She did not know where he had gone 
and did not much care. He had left a full bottle of gin 
with her, and that was the important thing. She drank 
a good part of it before finally undressing and going to 
bed. 

She had just fallen asleep when Eddie came home 
and woke her up. He sat on the edge of die bed, try¬ 
ing to explain to her about a jam he was in. His band 
was not booked for the next two weeks. He was behind 
in a car payment and he owed money to his bookie. 
The bookie had made unpleasant threats, something 
about dragging Eddie into an alley and splitting his lip 
so he would not be able to play. Vicki, drugged with 
alcohol, listened dimly. 

But he had figured out a solution, if Vicld would co¬ 
operate. Tonight he had met a guy in a bar. It turned 
out this guy foUowed the band around to most of the 
places where it played. The man had often seen VicH 
with Eddie and he had gone for her in a real big way. 
He had flipped for her bad and was willing to do al¬ 
most anything to know her better. Eddie and the man 
had talked about it over a lot of drinks. In fact, Eddie 
had gotten plenty loaded discussing the deal. The man 
was a salesman for a clothing company and he was on a 
generous expense account. A hundred dollars was not 
so much to him. But it was a lot to Eddie right now. It 
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15 


VICKI had to leave her apartment because Gene was no 
longer paying the rent. And he was no longer paying 
for\er food, cigarettes and Uquor, either. She knew 

notliing about getting a job; tbT 

her life. Perhaps Les would take her bai^. she thoug 
But she had too much pride to go crawling to im now. 

Besides, she did not want to go back. 

Eddie Reeves begged her to move into his apartaent 
She thought of many reasons not to. But she SnaBy ^et 
him talk her into it. Now that Gene had ditched he^ 
she needed and wanted another man. And Eddie was 

a strange world, a world full of off-beat 
characters, strange talk and the throbbing beat of 
-a world where night and day had been mterchanged. 
Vicki liked this world* She Kked staying np aU mgn 
and sleeping all day. And the small, crow e ^ ^ ^ 
where Eddie played gave her somewhere to go. biie 
would sit at a table alone, drinking. There were men to 
dance with, if she was in the mood. It was a long way 
down the ladder from the country-club life_ she had 
known. But at least it kept her from thinkmg about 

And after Eddie’s work was finished, in the small hours 
of the morning, they would return to his apaitoent and 
he would put a record on his portable stereo player, turn 
out all the lights, and they would lie on the bed get¬ 
ting their kicks to the sound of cool jazz. Eddie pleased 
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Minutes, hours, or perhaps weeks later-since she had 
no awareness of tune—Eddie drifted to her table, taking 
slow, gigantic steps like a figure in a slow-motion movie. 
He took her hand and they seemed to float away from 
the table like two drifting balloons. Eddie's arm was 
around her, and they went out into the cool night, cross¬ 
ing a back yard littered with trash and dotted by pud¬ 
dles of stagnant water. He took her back to a small room 
where there was a lamp burning and a bed. 

“I know why you brought me here, Eddie,” she mum¬ 
bled, sitting on the bed. “You’re going to try and malfA 
me. But you mustn’t rush me so." 

He sat beside her and kissed her. 


“I’m not cheap or fast like tliose other girls in there, 
Eddie. If you try so soon with me, you’ll make me cheap, 
Eddie, please don’t do that,” she mumbled. 

He kissed her and his hands moved over h^ aching 
breasts, cupping and squeezing them. 

She started crying. “Eddie, I’m not like those floozie 
girls out there. I come from a nice family, I was married 
until a few months ago, and-Eddie, please. I don’t want 
you to think I don’t like you. I do like you very much 
but you see we just can’t. Not on'our first date. It 
wouldn’t be right, honey, don’t you see?" 

Eddie had pushed her back against the pillow. He lay 
down heavily beside her. Vicki’s arms had turned to 
lead. She couldn’t lift them. All she could do was cry 
and protest in a singsong voice. 

He shoved up her dress. “I’ll be damned,” he mumbled 
orunkenly, ovCTCome by the beauty of her. 

■^ddie, d^’t do that. Please don’t look at me,” she 
whimpered. “Im ashamed to have you look at me. Ed¬ 
die, now don t you dare.. 

Clumsily he seized her. The bedsprings creaked and 
groaned with his movements. 

rhythms, as 

she gasped, “No... no... no...” 
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He opened the bag and several small, hand-rolled cig¬ 
arettes spilled out on the table. The other musicians 
stopped playing and drifted over to the table, grinning 

Eddie picked up one of the cigarettes, lit it, and in¬ 
haled deeply, his Ups slack around the paper, drawing 
air into bis lungs with the smoke. A dreamy expressam 
crept into his eyes. “Want to blow a Uttle tea, baby^ 
he asked, handing the slender tube of paper to Vicki. 

She stared at it, half-scared, half-fasdnated. Now she 
knew why Eddie and his musician buddies bad come to 
this remote Uttle saloon for their party. They had 
planned to get “high” tonight. This was marijuana they 

were smoking. t .j 

Eddie was holding out the cigarette to her. 1-1 dont 

know. I never tried it before.” 

“What’s the matter, you chicken or somethingr Amy, 
the young blonde, was sneering at her. Vicki doubted 
that the girl could be nineteen. 

Vicki took the cigarette and puffed on it. She tried to 
smoke like a veteran of many years. She was curious 
about the effect it would have. Besides, she was in a 
mood to try anything tonight. 

At first, there was no effect from the weed. But atter 
a few more puffs on the reefer, a strange feeling spread 
through her. She lost all sensation of time. Her cares 
dissolved. Her feeling of exhilaration increased until she 
seemed to be floating in a beautiful, hazy dream. 

She became aware of the music when Eddie and the 
others started playing again. It was different now. She 
was acutely aware of each note spilling from Eddie's 
horn. The notes were golden, shimmering things that 
tore at her heart with their poignancy and drifted above 
her like wisps of beautiful, rainbow-colored smoke. When 
she danced with Eddie, her feet never touched the 
ground, and there was something profound in all of her 
movements. 
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Eddie kissed her, then took his horn out of the esse 
and went over to join the other musicians. Vicki was 
pleasantly drunk. The evening was turning into a real 
blast. She was glad she had come. 

Eddie nodded to the other musicians. He lifted his 
horn to his lips, tapped his foot on the dirt floor, and the 
group started playing. It was music Vicki had never 
heard at a dance. It was not twist or commercial dance 
music. It was cool jazz, wild, high, and way out yonder. 

Tony huddled over his string bass, his thick fingers 
flying. The piano and guitar found modem, dissonant 
chords to back up Eddie's bumpet lead. 

After Eddie had played for a while he parked his 
trumpet on the piano. He let the other three musicians 
take over while he returned to Vicki. He caught her 
hands and puUed her to her feet. “Come on, baby. Dance 
with me as I've seen you dance at the coimtry club. I 
mean really go, now.” 

The musicians were jamming a blues and now they 
added a twist tempo. Vicki kicked off her shoes. She be¬ 
gan tvinsting on the dirt floor with Eddie. 

Hey, look at that brunette gbl” Amy gasped. 

Vicki’s eyes were sparkling. Exhilaration, wild and free 
welled up in her throat. ’ 

^®®h, yeah, yeahl" Eddie cried, twisting with her. 
She knew that the movements of her body were arousing 
hm. The knowledge began to stimulate her to feverish, 
abandoned contortions. 

At last they paused, out of breath and laughing. 
Come on, Eddie cried. “Now were really gonna have 
some action.” 


He pulled her back to the table with him, where he 
took a small paper bag from his pocket. The Mexican 
bar owmer suddenly looked frightened. He spoke in rapid 
Sp^h to his wife, who hurried about, closing doors 
and hanging tablecloths over the windows. 

Edie laughed. That Jos^, he*s a little chicken. Always 
scared of the federales." 
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closer to him. He sUpped one arm around her and she 
nut her hand on his leg. 

“Heyl” He grinned. “Watch it or well never make it 

to Mexico." j j 

“Keep your eye on Ae road, she ordered. 

It seemed Aat Eddie and his musician fnends held 
Aeir jam sessions on Ae Mexican side of Ae nver, m a 
Uttle dirt-floor cantina a few mUes from town out on Ae 
brush-covered prairie. EdAe followed a wmding 

road to get Aere. ^ _ _ „ , 

The cantina had a battered piano m one comer. E 
Ae’s pianist was already sitting before it, his long, spi¬ 
dery fingers moving over Ae keys. 

'^ey. you cats, this is Vicki,’' EdAe announced Hon- 
ey, I want you to dig Aese guys. That string ^ ^ 
ft,; piano i. Jimmy Long- The guitar player is Loose 
Larry Johnson and the ape with the bass is Tony Ar- 
rondi. The chicks with Aem are Amy, Betty, and Geor¬ 
gia. Mangy crew, huh?” 

The musicians and their dates exchanged greetitig 
wiA Vicki, who curiously looked Aem ovct, especially 
Ae girls. Amy was a Ain blonde who looked like a reA- 
gee from a high school. She stared at Vicki sullenly. 
Betty, Ae guitar player’s date, Vicid recogmz as a 
red-headed waitress from Ae club. She was closer to 
Vicki’s age, but so drunk Aat all she could do was gig¬ 
gle. Georgia was trying to Aape herself over Ae piano 
player; anoAer blonde, she seemed wandering m a 

world of her own. ox. 

Vidd wrote Aem off as a complete bss. She sAck 

close to Eddie. He made her comfortable at a table. The 
owner of Ae little bar brought Aem a dark-brown bot¬ 
tle and some dusty glasses. . v 

“That’s mescal,” EdAe told her. watch A 

stuff. It wfll put you way out m orbit.” 

The fiery liquor brought tears to Vickis eyes. Bu 

Ae liked Ae instant jolt it produced. 
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orius/Sf^ r“ ““ YouTI come 

on just fine with our bimch,” 

It soimd^ insane, but intriguing. "AH right“ she de- 
cided impulsively, “I’ll gd" ^ 

He grinned. “SweU. It won’t be a drag.” 

Now Aat she had agreed to go with him, she was 

SeTcld 

Eddie C^e to her table with his trumpet ease under 

^rS"hefrh -I*>ow”7d 

steered her through the crowd. "My wheels are narlred 
"““J b“k of th» (otat- be «ptoed 

ooened the ? s^e^at decrepit convertible and 
opened the door for her. Then he walked around to his 
ide and slid m behind the wheel. He tossed his taim- 

^ SCed her'''*' 

Vicki was too surprised to resist. She found herself 
r^ondmg. Why not? And his swift appr^aTh exS 

ing t^TlS a “ft “J yield- 

“«k f ^ 1 ,^’ T Her arms slid around his 

thX de“ “■' •“ “Ilyins 
wo^r'”' ’’““it'd. -Ule. 

an hZ.^Z Zt hI 

dance music. ° ^ all-rnght station playing 

car, ie pl'tSSfbadattwi. taSmovrf 
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Earl Harris’s name came into her mind. She had been 
with Earl for two weeks* He was a truck driver. Before 
him there had been Roy Birch, and before him, Tom 
Douglas, and before him, Eddie Reeves, Or, maybe it 
was Roy who came between Tom and Eddie. She always 
got Tom and Roy mixed up* 

She had difficulty getting the key out of the lock, her 
hand was trembling so. The shades were drawn and 
there were the smells of rancid beer and stale cigarette 
smoke in the stuffy apartment. Earl was still sleeping. He 
had come in off a night run and had slept most of the 
day. 

She went to the kitchen and took a bottle from the 
cabinet, quickly pouring herself a drink. She spilled the 
first one and had to pour another. She heard Earl grum¬ 
bling in the other room. He came to the kitchen doorway 
in his underwear, sleepily scratching his balding head. 
"What you making so damn much noise for?’’ he com¬ 
plained. “You woke me up.” 

“Sony ” Vicki said. She reached for the bottle to pour 
another drink. 

He scratched himself and yawned. ‘Toure starting 
kinda early, ain’t you?” He shook his head. “You sure are 
a crazy dame. Sometimes I think you oughta go to one 
of them head-shrinkers ” 

"A psychiatrist can’t cure whafs wrong with me.” 

“What are you talkin’ about?” 

“I m tired,” she said. “I want to sit down.” 

She went into the living room and sat down on the 
couch. Its so damn funny, she thought, staring at the 
drink in her hand, Les and I tried so hard* AH that mon¬ 
ey we spent on doctors. Nothing works when you want 
it to, 

Earl was staring at her, apprehensive, 

“I just can t figure it out/’ she said aloud. “I didn’t 
think 1 ever could, you see. That’s why I never took any 
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precautions* I don’t know what happened* Something 
changed in me*” 

“Listen,” Earl said, a note of fear in his voice, “What in 
the hell are you talking about?” 

She looked at him with a bright smile. “I just came 
from the doctor, Earl You want a big laugh? This is one 
for the books, Im pregnant*” She began laughing shrilly. 
“You understand? Tm pregnant, Tm carrying some man s 
childl Only I haven't the vaguest idea who the father is.” 


The telephone woke Les about midnight* It was Sybil* 
She was crying. “Les, all hell has broken loose* Ed found 
out about us. He blew his stack completely* Looks like 
we have a sticky mess on our hands. Tm at my studio 
now, Im going to spend the rest of the night here* Can 
you come over right awayF' 

“Sure,” Les said, coining sharply awake* 

In a matter of minutes he was dressed and in his 
tion wagon, driving through the rain. 

Sybil met him at the door. Her face was pale. She 
came into his arms, clinging to him* He could feel her 
shivering* Then he saw the ugly bruise on die side of 
her face and his muscles tensed with anger, 

“Did he hurt you?” he demanded* 

Sybil moved to a couch and sat down* She lit a cig¬ 
arette and took a deep drag* “It was a nightmare.” Shud¬ 
dering, she told him about Eds beating her, then taking 
her to the edge of town and stripping her. “Ill be lucky 
if I don’t get pneumonia,” she said bitterly, “Actually, it 
wasn’t too far to that house, and the people there were 
nice. The man and his wife took me in and got me dry. 
They gave me a drink and let me borrow some clothes, 
and then brought me over here. I gave them a cock-and- 
bull story so they wouldn’t call the police,” 

Les was pacing back and forth, nibbing the back of 
his neck. “I ought to tear his head off.” 
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*There"s been enough trouble and violence* You cant 
blame the guy for flipping. We asked for it, you know.*" 

l,es nodded* *1 guess you re right* I know what he's go¬ 
ing through. It's just that Vm afraid of what he might do 
to you.'' 

“He got his rocks off, with what he_did tonight* Its 
mostly a matter of injured pride, I'm sure. Ed can't stand 
anyone stepping on his vanity. He won't hurt me any 
more physically, though he's probably going to raise a 
big stink about a divorce. I guess he'll sue me on pounds 
of adultery, and name you as the other man. He's been 
having a private eye dig up all kinds of dirt on us* I 
have a hunch it s not going to be pleasant for either of 
us.” 

Les nodded soberly. “Well, as you said, we asked for 
it. Now well have to take the consequences. What are 
you planning to do? Where will you go?” 

“I still have this dance studio* He put that in my 
name, some time ago. I don't think he'll want it back. 
There’s a bedroom and a kitchen, I can stay here, and 
make a living from my dance classes.” 

“I hate to leave you alone, though,” Les said, “Espe¬ 
cially tonight. Wouldn’t it be better for me to stay?” 

A fleeting smile crossed her lips. “There's one advan¬ 
tage to growing up on the wrong side of the tracks, 1^, 
You grow up tough, or you don't grow up at all. I was 
pretty shook up, Ill admit, but I'm getting hold of my¬ 
self now. If youll hang around for a while and have a 
drink with me. Ill be okay. You can go after that. Ill get 
into a warm bed, then, and *. 

“Are you sure you don't want me to call a doctor?” 

She shook her head. “So I got slapped around a little. 
So what?” She shrugged. “Listen, I used to see my Ma 
get slapped around worse than that and then go to a 
dance.” 

Les argued, but Sybil was afraid to let him stay be- 
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cause of (ke private detective she was certain was 
watching her. She did not want to make matters any 
worse. He kissed her goodbye and left* 


In a few days, Ed filed suit for divorce. As Sybil 
feared, it was on grounds of adultery. Les was named as 
her paramour. L<es knew he was in for more public scan¬ 
dal, but he made up his mind he was going to stick by 
Sybil through whatever came. Then he was going to lo¬ 
cate Vidd, get a divorce from her and marry Sybil. 

The phone rang in his studio. It was a long-distance 
call from a hospital in Los Angeles. A woman s oool» 
incisive voice reached his ears* “Mr. Kennedy?^ 

“Yes." 

“Is your wife's name Vicld Kennedy?" 

A puzzled frown creased his brow, 'Tfes, why?" 

“Mr. Kennedy, I am calling you from St. Joseph Hospi¬ 
tal. Tm the business supervisor here. We have a Mrs. Les 
Kennedy as a new patient. She was admitted early today 
on an emergency call. We had to go through her things to 
see if we could contact a relative and we found your 
name. Mrs. Kennedy seems to be without funds, and—” 

A cool feeling of anxiety touched Les*s heart. He 
picked up a pencil. “Give me your address, please ” He 
jotted it down. 

“Mr. Kennedy, in regard to the medical expenses, you 
see, we re not a county hospital, and. * " 

“111 take care of the bill,” Les assured her impatiently. 
“Ill get up to Los Angeles right away* This afternoon.” 

She sounded relieved. “That would be fine, Mr, Ken¬ 
nedy*” 

“Can you please tell me what's wrong with her? An ac¬ 
cident?" 

“No, Mr* Kennedy," she replied. “Not exactly. It's a 
miscarriage * * 
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He called ilie airport^ learned there would be no plane 
until evening* If he left now, he could get there more 
quickly by driving* He reached the freeway into Los 
Angeles at five that afternoon* Before six o’clodc, he^) 
was at the hospital. He explained the situation to the 
receptionist at the front desk. She spoke to someona on 
the phone and showed him to a waiting room on the 
second floor. 

Les sat there for a few minutes, impatiently smoking 
a cigarette. Then the door opened and a nurse came in* 
"I'm the supervisor,^ she said in a brisk voice. "Dr. Bundy 
is treating your wife. He left instructions for me to give 
you a little information about her condition.” 

Les nodded. "I see. Thank you7 

"Even with a woman in normal health a miscafriage 
C 2 ii be serious ” the nurse said. "There is often consider¬ 
able loss of blood. Your wife was very run down md 
anemic, and consequently the nuscarriage has been hard 
on her. She is not in any immediate danger, though. We 
gave her emergency treatment and a blood transfusion 
tbis afternoon. She's responding nicely and should re¬ 
cover on schedule, if there are no complications. How¬ 
ever, she'!! have to remain in the hospital for at least a 
week.” 

“Do whateva* is necessary. Give her the best treat¬ 
ment,” Les said, “I already told your office manager that 
rd take care of the expenses,” 

“It s hospital policy, Mr. Kennedy, to require a deposit 
in advance." 

“Til give them a check downstairs, then ” 

She smiled. "I m glad that will be taken care of. You 
see, we re not a county hospital, and. * 

“I know. That's already been explained to me. Now can 
I see my wifeF' 

The nurse nodded. "Yes, just for a moment She's un¬ 
der sedation and quite groggy ” 
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The nurse led the way down die hall, her mbber-solad 
shoes whispering on the tile, 

Les braced himself for the emotional shock of seeing 
Vicki again after all these months. The news of her mis¬ 
carriage had stunned him, A dozen questions had whirled 
through his mind. What was she doing in Los Angeles? 
How had she gotten pregnant? Who was the father? 
Gene Towler? Who? 

How would he feel, seeing Vicki again, finding her sick 
and helpless, near death? He had no answers to these 
questions. He had merely reacted automatically to the 
conditioned reflexes of seven years of married life, Vicki 
was sick and in trouble, so he would help her. It was 
as simple as that. 

Over the bed there hung a shaded night light. It out¬ 
lined starkly her pale face. He stood in the hushed room, 
looking down at her. His wife. And then he knew that 
what Sybil had predicted was coining true. Tears of 
compassion burned his eyes. His old love for her was 
awakening from the ashes. “Vidd,*" he choked. 

Her eyelids fluttered. She looked at him blankly for a 
moment, then recognized him. She licked her lips and 
very faintly whispered his name. She tried to readi for 
his hand, but there was no strength. He found her 
fingers and held them. 

Wield, it*s going to be all right. You’ll be feeling fine 
in a few days. You don’t have to worry about anything, 
Tm going to take care of you. Do you understand?” 

She nodded. Tears filled her eyes. “Les, Tm so glad 
you're here ” she whispered. 

He swallowed the lump in his throat. Impulsively the 
words blurted from his lips. “Vicld, if you want to com© 
home again.. 

The tears ran dovm her cheeks. Wes, Les, Oh, yesi” 

The nurse walked in. Woo 11 have to leave now, sir ” 

He kissed Vicki’s cold brow. Then he went down to 
the oflSce to leave a deposit. He phoned Sybil to explain 
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what had happened. "I'm going to stay here until she’s 
out o£ danger " he said, 

Sybil’s voice came over the wire, small and strained. 
“Yes, of course, Les. I understand.” 

The next day Vicki was much improved. He returned 
home and immediately drove to Sybils dance studio. 
She left a dance class to talk with him in her office. There 
were circles under her eyes and she looked tired. 
“How is she today?” she asked in a stiff voice. 

Les went to a window, looking out at the gray, wintry 
afternoon. "She’s going to be all right.” There was a 
long silence. He looked down at his broad fingers on the 
window sill. “Sybil, I think you were right. When I saw 
her again... Well, I don’t know exactly how to explain 
it, but...” 

He heard Sybil’s sharp intake of breath. He turned 
quickly, in time to catch the expression of pain on her 
face before she looked away. 

“Damn it, Sybil," he said. "I’m all mixed up. So help 
me, I thought I had Vicki completely out of my systeiri. I 
thought I’d found something with you, something I’ve 
been looking for all my life—something I should have 
found with Vicki, but didn’t. It all seemed so clear...” 

“And then you saw Vicki again,” she interrupted 
quietly. 

“And then I saw Vicki again.” 

tried to warn you, Les,” she said, her voice breaking, 
lies drew a deep breath. “Sybil, when you’re married to 
a woman for seven years, when you take care of her and 
cherish her—and then you see her lying like ffiat in a 
hospital, so pale and sick and helpless..." 

He stopped, unable to express his feelings. Sybil 
shrugged her shoulders. It was a gesture of resignation. 
“Well, that’s my usual run of luck. We’ll just shake hands 
and give each other that routine—how does it go in the 
movies?-it’s great, see you around, and aU that jazz.. •” 
She was choking on the words. 
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Les caught her shoulders roughly, “Sybil, I know this 
has tom you up. But rm not saying its the end for us, 
Tm just saying I don't know, Vicld s sick and in trouble, 
I have to take care of her. Please by to understand. Tm 
going to bring her back home. But Sybil, I can promise 
you this: if I ever call you again, it will be because IVe 
found that once and for all, Vicki is out of my blood and 
I have no more feeling for her. If I call you, it will b© 
because I want to spend tbe rest of my life with you," 
Sybil turned away, "All right, Les," she said, holding 
her voice together. “Now you'd better go, because I'm 
going to start bawHng in a minute and Fd rather you 
didn't see me. My nose always gets red when I cry.. 
She rushed out of the room. 

By the end of the week, Les had the house in good 
order. He could not afford a maid, so he did the cleaning 
himself after he finished the work at his studio each day. 

The doctor decided to keep Vicld in the hospital for 
an ejctra week of rest and special diet. After that, in view 
of the alcohol and other habits, the doctor suggested 
she spend another two weeks in a healih sanitarium up 
the coast near Carmel. Les went along with the idea, 
financed it by borrowing on his car. By the time Les 
brought her home, she looked a different person. She 
had gained ten pounds and the color had come back to 
her cheeks. 

When she walked into the house, her eyes sparkled. 
“Oh, iFs so good to be homel" 

“I'll go out and bring home something for dinner ” 
Les told her. 

They ate in the kitchen, self-conscious and polite with 
each other. They spoke only of impersonal matters, shy¬ 
ing away from subjects that touched either of them 
closely. Les asked her no questions about Los Angeles 
or the baby she had lost. He had made up Ms mind 
to bury the past* 
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Yield covered her own nervousness and nneasmess by a 
stream of bright small-tallc* It sounded strained. 

Les was relieved when the meal was over. They turned 
on the television set and watched it until bedtime. It 
eliminated the necessity of communication between them. 

"Well, I think TU get ready for bed/' Yield said, her 
voice impersonal, casual. 

“That's a good idea, Yield. You go ahead. IH have 
another beer and watch the news, then TU be along.” 

Les watched, but he could not concentrate. He turned 
oflF the set and took the empty beer bottles and ashtrays 
into the kitchen. He washed the ashtrays and the dinner 
dishes. 

When he went to the bedroom, Vidd was already in 
bed. She was propped up against the pillow, wearing a 
nightgown of filmy blue. She had brushed her hair until 
it shimmered in the soft and had put on just a hint 
of make-up. “Hi," she said, smiling. 

Les went into the bathroom and took his shower. He 
put on his pajamas and cleaned up the bathroom care¬ 
fully, hanging his damp towel on a rack. In the bedroom, 
he turned off all the lights except one small lamp near 
the bed. 

He slipped between the sheets next to her. She moved 
closer to him and found his hand. “Les, it's good to be 
home. I've been rehearsing this. I hope I say it right: I 
was safe and secure—and I didn't know a good thing 
when I had it But IVe learned my lesson. Now Tm 
going to be different. I'm going to be a good wife and 
make you happy, Les ” 

Her hair brushed his face and her fingers reached up 
and caressed his cheek. She moved closer, studying his 
face, then slowly her lips found his. 

Her hand slid down over his shoulder to his chest 
Not breaking her kiss, she slowly begun unbuttoning his 
pajama tops. Her hand moved across his broad chest. Her 
lips trailed kisses over his eyes and cheeks, “Les, make 
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love to me now, please, the way we used to do," she 
whispered. 

She sat up, stripping off her gown, letting it fall beside 
the bed. 

He started to reach for her, but he could not move 
his hands. 

She stretched out, pressing her naked body against him, 
hungry for sex. Her hands moved over him. Then she 
suddenly sat up, her eyes wide. “What’s the matter?” she 
asked in a tight voice. 

Les moved away from her, a strange revulsion seizing 
him. Before he could stop himself, the word came out, 
“Safety. Security. Is that all I mean to you, Vicki?" 
Bitterly he blurted, “How many men were there, Vicki? 
Two or three? Or did you lose count?” 

Her face went white. “Lest” 

Who was the father of the baby you lost? 1 wanted a 
baby, remember?" 

She dug her fingers into her hair. Her voice was shrill, 
“LesI" 

He turned away, sitting on the edge of the bed, bury¬ 
ing his face in his hands, weeping. “I’m sorry," he said 
raggedly, "Vicki, I can't tell you how sorry I am. I was 
never going to say anything about it. I promised myself 
it was all over, it was in the past. We were going to 
start out all new and fresh. But I can’t, Vicki. It’s not all 
over. It’s not in the past. It never will be as long as I 
have a memory.” 

He jumped out of bed and went to the living room. 
He dialed the number of Sybil’s dance studio. In a mo¬ 
ment he heard her voice. And when he did, he felt all 
right again. 

Sybil,’ he said, “it’s Les. I want to come over now. I 
need you.” 

There was a long silence and he realized she was 
crying. Then she said, “Yes. Come right away.” 

He returned to the bedroom and began dressing, 
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Vicki was pulling on a robe with trembling hands. ‘'Les, 
you can't leave, not now ” she said in a shaking voice, 
^Listen, we have to talk about this.” 

He shook his head. ‘Cere's nothing to talk about, 
Vicki. A million words wouldn’t change anything. Youll 
be aU right. Ill see that you get the house. Ill keep up 
the payments on it. TU take care of your other needs 
until you're back on your feet and can get a job or 
something. But I don't want to be married to you any 
more. Do you understand?” 

She pulled her robe tighter about her, shivering. In 
her stricken, white face, her eyes were huge and dark. 
She licked her dry lips. “But you don't imderstand, Les. I 
need you. Don’t you see, I can t stand being alone. Don’t 
leave me alone, Les," Her hands went out to him, beg¬ 
ging. 

He put on his coat and picked up his car keys, Vicki 
ran after him, clutching at him. 

“Les, I’ll go out of my mind if I have to stay here alone, 
Dotft do that to me, I want to be your wife again.. 

He did not look back, but walked out, closing the door 
behind him. Vicki clawed at ihe door, as if to tear it down 
with her bare hands. She was screaming after him, 
“You have to come back, Lesl You have to come back.., 
please,,. please., " 

She heard his car start. She ran to the window and 
saw the taillights disappear down the street. 

The house was terribly still. She looked around with 
wide, frightened eyas. She called his name one more 
time, “Lesl” Her voice echoed through the empty rooms. 

She lay down on the bed, her icy hands clenched. 
Then, through an open window, she heard music. The 
kids next door were having a party. The heavy, insistent 
beat of the twist floated across the dark night and filled 
her bedroom. Vicki began to sob. 


The End 
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yiinr frustrated, Vicki Kennedy practiced the Twist in 
her lonely room until she was body perfect. A young 
suburban wife, she found that the dance supplied the stimulation 
she was no longer getting from Les, her conservative husband. 
Then one day Les walked in on her. Seeing her do the wild dance 
made a whale of a difference to Les. He loved every minute of 
it, and so did she. 

But the way he had reocted made Vicki wont as much of the 
Twist as she could get* At the country club, she picked as a 
partner the leader of the local wolf pack, Gene Towler. Aroused 
by the dance, she became involved in on affoir with him* After 
that, she hunted for new men to dance with • *. I 



THE TWIST 


was ruining their marriage* les decided 
to fight fire with fire. He urged a friend. 


pretty Sybil Rogers, to give him lessons. She did, and the lessons 
covered more than dancing. He was taught that the steps could 
lead to seduction.*, and that Sybil was the perfect partner. 



Maybe V/cki didn't care. She 
had to keep Twisfing. She 
thriTfed to the possion the 
c/once promised ond the next 
man might provicfe. Could Les 
prove to her that he had 
leorned enough to keep pace 
with her on the dance floor— 
ond at home? 


DOES A DANCE 

LIKE THE TWIST 
REALLY CAUSE SEHSUAL STIMULATION... 

OR IS IT MERELY A CONVENIENT EXCUSE 
TO DROP ALL BARRIERS AND ALL RESTRAINT? 


I 



SHE TURNED THE TWIST INTO A WAY OF LIFE AND LUST! 
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